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From Mr. PoE to Dr. SWIFT. 


Binfield, Dec. 8, 1713. 
SIR; | 


OT to trouble you at preſent with a recital of 


5 
Ny all my obligations to you, I thall only men- 


tion two things, which I take particularly kind of 
you : your defire that I ſhould write to you, and 
your propoſal of giving me twenty guineas to change 
my religion; which laſt you muſt give me leave to 
make the ſubject of this letter. 

Sure no clergyman ever offered ſo much out of 
his own purſe for the ſake of any religion. Tis 


almoſt as many pieces of gold, as an apoſtle could 


get of filver from the prieſts of old, on a much 


more yaluable conſideration. I believe it will be 
better worth my while to propoſe a change of my 


faith by ſubſcription, than a Tranſlation of Homer. 


And to convince you how well diſpoſed I am to 
the reformation, I ſhall be content, if you can 


prevail with my lord treaſurer, and the miniſtry, 
Vor. XIV, B / 
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to riſe to the ſame ſum, each of them, on this pious 
account, as my lord Hallifax has done on the pro- 
phane one. I am afraid there's no being at once 
a poet and a good chriſtian, and I am very much 
ſtraitened between the two, while the whigs ſeemwil- 
ling to contribute as much, to continue me the one, 
as you would, to make me the other: But, if you 
can move every man in the government, who has 
above ten thouſand pounds a year, to ſubſcribe as 
much as yourſelf, I ſhall become a convert, as 
moſt men do, when the Lord turns it to my inte- 
reſt. I know they have the truth of religion ſo 
much at heart, that they'd certainly give more to 
have one good ſubject tranſlated from popery to 
the church of England, than twenty heatheniſh 
authors out of any unknown tongue into ours. 
I therefore commiſſion you, Mr. Dean, with full 
authority, to tranſact this affair in my name, and 
to propoſe as follows. Firſt, That as to the head 
of our church, the pope, I may engage to renounce 
his power, whenſoever I ſhall receive any particular 
indulgences from the head of your church, the 
Queen. 

As to communion in one kind, I ſhall alſo pro- 
miſe to change it for communion in both, as ſoon 
as the miniſtry will allow me, 

For invocations to ſaints, mine ſhall be turned to 
dedications to ſinners, when I ſhall find the great 
ones of this world as willing to do me any good, 
as I believe thoſe of the other are. 

You ſee I ſhall not be obſtinate in the main points; 
but there is one article I muſt reſerve, and which 


you 
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you ſeemed not unwilling to allow me, prayer for 
the dead. There are people to whoſe fouls I with 
as well, as to my own; and I muſt crave leave, hum- 
bly to lay before them, that though the ſubſcrip- 
tions above- mentioned will ſuffice for myſelf, there 
are neceſſary perquiſites and additions, which I muſt 
demand on the ſcore of this charitable article. It 
is alſo to be conſidered, that the greater part of 
thoſe, whoſe fouls I am moſt concerned for, were 
unfortunately heretics, ſchiſmatics, poets, paint- 
ers, or perſons of ſuch lives and manners, as few 
or no churches are willing to fave. The expence 
will therefore be the greater, to make an effectual 
proviſion for the faid fouls. | 

Old Dryden, though a Roman Catholic, was a 
poet, and 'tis revealed in, the viſions of ſome an- 
cient faints, that no poet was ever ſaved under ſome 
hundreds of maſſes. I cannot ſet his delivery from 
purgatory at leſs than fifty pounds ſterling. 

Walſh was not only a Socinian, but (what you'll 


own is harder to be faved) a whig. He cannot 


modeſtly be rated at leſs than a hundred. 

L'Eftrange, being a Tory, we compute him 
but at twenty pounds, which, I hope, no friend of 
the party can deny to give, to keep him from damn- 
ing in the next life, conſidering they never gave 
him ſix- pence to keep him from ſtarving in this. 

All this together amounts to one hundred and 
ſeventy pounds. 

In the next place, I muſt defire you to repreſent, 
that there are ſeveral of my friends yet living, whom 
1 deſign, God willing, to outlive, in conſideration 
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of legacies; out of which it is a doctrine in the re- 
formed church, that not a farthing ſhall be allowed 
to ſave their ſouls who gave them. 

There is one * * * * who will die within theſe 
few months, with * * *  * one Mr. Jervas*, who 
hath grievouſly offended in making the likeneſs of 
almoſt all things in heaven above and earth below ; 
and one Mr. Gay, an unhappy youth, who writes 
paſtorals during the time of divine ſervice ; whoſe 
caſe is the more deplorable, as he has miſerably 
laviſhed away all that filver he ſhould have reſerved 
for his ſoul's health, in buttons and loops for his 
coat. 

I can't pretend to have theſe people honeſtly 
ſaved under ſome hundred pounds, whether you con- 
fider the difficulty of ſuch a work, or the extreme 
love and tenderneſs I bear them, which will in- 
fallibly make me puſh this charity as far as I am 
able. There is but one whoſe falvation I inſiſt 
upon, and then I have done: But indeed it may 
prove of ſo much greater charge than all the reſt, 
that I will only lay the cafe before you and the 
miniſtry, and leave to their prudence and gene- 
roſity, what ſum they ſhall think fit to beſtow up- 
on it. i 

The perſon I mean is Dr. Swift; a dignified cler- 
gyman; but one, who, by his own confeſſion, has 
compoſed more libels than ſermons. If it be true, 


what I have heard often affirmed by innocent peo- 


ple, that too much wit is dangerous to ſalvation, 


* A Gentleman of Ireland, and eminent Painter 


5 this 
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= unfortunate gentleman muſt certainly be damned 

all eternity. But I hope, his long experience in 
the world, and frequent converſation with great 
men, wall and him (as it has ſome others) to have 
leſs and leſs wit every day. Be it as it will, I ſhould 
not think my own ſoul deſerved to be ſaved, if I 
did not endeavour to ſave his; for I have all the 
obligations in nature to him. He has brought me 
into better company than I cared for, made me 
merrier when I was ſick than I had a mind to be, 
and put me upon making poems on purpoſe, that he 
might alter them. 

I once thought I could never have diſcharged my 
debt to his kindneſs, but have lately been informed, 
to my unſpeakable comfort, that I have more than 
paid it all. For, Monſieur de Montagne has aſſured 
me, that the perſon who receives a benefit obliges 
*« the giver :” For, ſince the chief endeavour of one 
friend is to do good to the other, he who adminiſters 
both the matter and occaſion, is the man who is li- 
beral. At this rate it is impoſſible Dr. Swift 
ſhould be ever out of my debt, as matters ſtand 
already: and, for the future he may expect daily 
more obligations from his moſt faithful, affectionate 
humble ſervant, 


A. Pope. 


I have finiſhed the Rape of a Lock, but I believe 


I may ſtay here till Chriſtmas, without hinderance 
of buſineſs. 


A1r, 
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| 


Mr. Port to Dr. SwirT. 


June 18, 1714. 


' FHATEvER apologies it might become me to 
make at any other time for writing to you, 
I ſhall uſe none now, to a man who has own'd him- 
ſelf as ſplenetick as a cat in the country. In that 
circumſtance, I know by expericnce a letter is a 
very uſeful, as well as amuſing thing : if you are 
too buſted in ſtate-aftairs to read it, yet you may 
find entertainment in folding it into divers figures, 
either doubling it into a pyramidical, or twiſting 
it into a ſerpentine form: or if your diſpoſition 
ſhould not be ſo mathematical, in taking it with 
you to that place where men of ſtudious minds are 
apt to fit longer than ordinary; where, after an 
abrupt diviſion of the paper, it may not be unplea- 
{ant to try to fit and rejoin the broken lines together. 
All theſe amuſements I am no ſtranger to in the 
country, and doubt not but (by this time) you be- 
gin to reliſh them, in your preſent contemplative 
ſituation. | | 
I remember a man, who was thought to have 
ſome knowledge in the world, us'd to affirm, that 
no people in town ever complained they were for- 
gotten by their friends in the country : but my en- 
creaſing experience convinces me he was miſtaken, 
for I find a great many here grievouſly complaining 
of you, upon this ſcore. I am told farther, that 
you treat the few you correſpond with in a very ar- 


5 1 ogant 
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rogant ſtyle, and tell them you admire at their inſo- 
lence in diſturbing your meditations, or even en- 
quiring of your * retreat: but this I will not poſi- 
tively aſſert, becauſe I never received any ſuch in- 
ſulting epiſtle from you. My lord Oxford ſays you 
have not written to him once ſince you went: but 
this perhaps may be only policy, in him or you: 
and I, who am half a whig, mult not entirely cre- 
dit any thing he athrms. At Button's it is reported 
you are gone to Hanover, and that Gay goes only 
on an ambaſſy to you. Others apprehend ſome dan- 
gerous ſtate-treatiſe from your retirement; and a 
wit who affects to imitate Balſac, ſays, that the mi- 
niſtry now are like thoſe heathens of old, who re- 
ceived their oracles from the woods. The Gentle- 
men of the Roman Catholick perſuaſion are not un- 
willing to credit me, when I whiſper that you are 
gone to meet ſome Jeſuits commiſſioned from the 
court of Rome, in order to ſettle the meſt conve- 
nient methods to be taken for the coming of the 
pretender. Dr. Arbuthnot is ſingular in his opi- 
nion, and imagines your only defign is to attend at 
full leiſure to the life and adventures of Scriblerus. 
This indeed muſt be granted of greater importance 
than all the reſt; and I with I could promiſe ſo wel] 
of you. The top of my own ambition is to con- 
tribute to that great work, and I ſhall tranſlate Ho- 
mer by the by. Mr. Gay has acquainted you what 


* Sometime before the death of queen Anne, when her Miniſters 
were quarrelling, and the Dean could not reconcile them, ke retiret 
to a friend's kouſe in Berkſhire, and never ſaw them after, 


4 prox 


8 LETTERS TO AND 


progreſs I have made in it. I can't name Mr. Gay, 
without all the acknowledgments which I ſhall ever 
owe you, on his account. If I writ this in verſe, I 
would tell you, you are like the ſun, and while men 
Imagine you to be retir'd or abſent, are hourly exert- 
ing yourindulgence, and bringing things to maturity 
for their advantage. Of all the world, you are the 
man (without flattery) who ſerve your friends with 
the leaſt oſtentation; it is almoſt ingratitude to 
thank, you, conſidering your temper ; and this is 
the period of all my letter which 1 fear you will 
think the moſt impertinent. I am with the trueſt 
affection 
Yours, Se. 


From Dr. Swir r to Mr. Pop. 


Dublin, Jan. 28, 1715. 


Y lord biſhop of Clogher gave me your 


kind letter full of reproaches for my not 
writing. Iam naturally no very exact correſpondent, 
and when I leave a country without probability of re- 
turning, I think as ſeldom as I can of what I loved 
or eſteemed in it, to avoid the Defderium which of 
all things makes. life moſt uneaſy. But you muſt 
give me leave to add one thing, that you talk at 
your eaſe, being wholly unconcerned in public e- 
vents: For, if your friends the whigs continue, you 


* Dr. St. George Aſh, FEY a fellow of Trinity-College, Dub- 
Hin, (to whom the Dean was a pupil) afterwards biſhop of Clogher, 
and tranſlated to the ſee of Derry in 1716-17, 


may 


; 
— 
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may hope for ſome favour ; if the tories return, you 
are at leaſt ſure of quiet. You know how well I 
loved both lord Oxford and Bolingbroke, and how 
dear the duke of Ormond is to me: do you imagine 
I can be eaſy while their enemies are endeavouring 
to take off their heads? I nunc, & verſus tecum me- 
ditare canoros Do you imagine I can be eaſy, 
when I think of the probable conſequences of theſe 
proceedings, perhaps upon the very peace of the 
nation, but certainly of the minds of ſo many hun- 
dred thouſand good ſubjects? Upon the whole, you 
may truly attribute my ſilence to the eclipſe, but 
it was that eclipſe which happened on the firſt of 
Auguſt “. 

I borrowed your Homer from the biſhop (mine 
is not yet landed) and read it out in two evenings. 
If it pleaſes others as well as me, you have got your 
end in profit and reputation: Yet I am angry at 
ſome bad rhymes and triplets, and pray in your next 
do not let me have ſo many unjuſtifiable rhymes to 
war and gods. I tell you all the faults I know, only 
in one or two places you are a little obſcure ; but I 
expected you to be ſo in one or two and twenty. I 
have heard no ſoul talk of it here, for indeed it is 
not come over; nor do we very much abound in 
zudges, at leaſt I have not the honour to be acquaint- 
ed with them. Your notes are perfectly good, and 
fo are your preface and eſſay. You were pretty bold 
in mentioning lord Bolingbroke in that preface. I 


ſaw the Key to the Lock but yeſterday : I think 


The day of queen Anne's demiſe, 1714, 
you 
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you have changed it a good deal, to adapt it to the 
preſent times. 

God be thanked I have yet no parliamentary bu- 
fineſs, and if they have none with me, I ſhall never 
ſeck their acquaintance. I have not been very fond 
of them for ſome years pait, not when I thought 
them tolerably good; and therefore if I can get 
leave to be abſent, I ſhall be much inclined to be on 
that ſide when there 1s a parliament on this : but 
truly I muſt be a little caſy in my mind before I can 
think of Scriblerus. 

You are to under{tand that I live in the corner 
of a vaſt unfurniſhed houſe; my family conſiſts 
of a ſteward, a groom, a helper in the ſtable, a foot- 
man, and an old-maid, who are all at board-wages, 
and when I do not dine abroad, or make an en- 
tertainment, (which laſt is very rare) I eat a mut- 
ton-pye, and drink half a pint of wine: my amuſe- 
ments are defending my ſmall dominions againſt 
the arch-biſhop, and endeavouring to reduce my 
rebellious choir. Perditur hac inter miſero lux. 1 
deſire you will preſent my humble ſervice to Mr. 
Addiſon, Mr. Congreve, and Mr. Rowe, and Gay. 
Jam, and will be always, extremely yours, &c. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Port to Dr. SwirT. 


June 20, 1716. 


Cannot ſuffer a friend to croſs the Iriſh ſeas, 

without bearing a teſtimony from me of the 
conſtant eſteem and affection I am both obliged and 
inclined to have for you. It 1s better he ſhould tell 
you than I, how often you are in our thoughts and 
in our cups, and how I learn to ſleep leſs, and drink 
more, whenever you are named among us. I look 
upon a friend in Ireland as upon a friend in the 
other world, whom (popiſhly ſpeaking) I believe 
conſtantly well-diſpoicd towards me, and ready to 
do me all the good he can, in that ſlate of ſepara- 
tion, tho' I hear nothing from him, and make ad- 
dreſſes to him but very rarely. A proteſtant divine 
cannot take it amiſs that I treat him in the ſame 
manner with my patron faint. 

I can tell you no news, but what vou will not 
ſufficiently wonder at, that I ſuffer many things as 
an Author militant : whereof in your days of pro- 
bation, you have been a ſharer, or you had not ar- 
rived to that triumphant ſtate you now deſervedly 
enjoy in the church. As for me, I have not the 
leaſt hopes of the cardinalat, tho' JI ſuffer for my 
religion in almoſt every weekly paper. I have be- 
gun to take a pique at the Pſalms of David, if the 
wicked may be credited, who have printed a ſcan- 
dalous one in my name. This report I dare not 

diſcourage 
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diſcourage too much, in a proſpect I have at preſent 
of a poſt under the Marqueſs de Langallerie, where- 
in if I can but do ſome fignal ſervice againſt the 
pope, I may be conſiderably advanced by the Turks, 
the only religious people I dare confide in. If it 
ſhould happen hereafter that I ſhould write for the 
holy law of Mahomet, I hope it may make no 
breach between you and me; every one mult live, 
and I beg you will not be the man to manage the 
controverſy againſt me. The church of Rome I 
judge (from many modern ſymptoms, as well as an- 
cient prophecies) to be in a declining condition ; 
that of England will in a ſhort time be ſcarce able 
to maintain her own family: ſo churches ſink as ge- 
nerally as banks in Europe, and for the ſame reaſon; 
that religion and trade, which at firſt were open and 
free, have been reduced into the management of 
companies, and the roguery of directors. 


I dont' know why I tell you all this, but that I 
always loved to talk to you ; but this is not the time 
for any man to talk to the purpoſe. Truth is a 
kind of contraband commodity which I would not 
venture to export, and therefore the only thing tend- 
ing that dangerous way which I ſhall ſay, is, that I 
am and always will be with the utmoſt ſincerity, 


Yours, &c. 
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From Dr. Swir r to Mr. Popx. 


Auguſt 30, 1716. 
Had the favour of yours by Mr. Ford, of whom, 
before any other queſtion relating to your health, 
or fortune, or ſucceſs as a poet, I enquired your 
principles in the common form, * Is he a whig or 
« a tory?” I am ſorry to find they are not fo well 
tallied to the preſent juncture as I could wiſh. I 
always thought the terms of Fadlo and jure had been 
introduced by the poets, and that poſſeſſion of any 
ſort in kings, was held an unexceptionable title in 
the courts of Parnaſſus. If you do not grow a per- 
fe& good ſubject in all its preſent latitudes, I ſhall 
conclude you are become rich, and able to live with- 
out dedications to men in power, whereby one great 
inconvenience will follow, that you and the world 
and poſterity will be utterly ignorant of their vir- 
tues. For, either your brethren have miſerably de- 
ceived us theſe hundred years paſt, or power confers 
virtue, as naturally as five of your popiſh ſacraments 
do grace.—You ſleep leſs and drink more.—But 
your maſter Horace was * vini ſomnique benignus : 
and as I take it both are proper for your trade. As 
to wine, there are a thouſand poetical texts to con- 
frm the one; and as to the other, I know it was an- 
tiently the cuſtom to ſleep in temples for thoſe who 


* Indulgent to himſelf in ſleep and wine. 


would 
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would conſult the oracles, Who dictates to me 
« ſlumbring, &c.“ 

You are an ill catholick, or a worſe geographer, 
for I can aſſure you, Ireland is not paradiſe, and I 
appeal even to any Spaniſh divine, whether ad- 
dreſſes were ever made to a friend in hell or purga- 
tory. And who are all thoſe enemies you hint at? 
I can only think of Curl, Gildon, Squire Burnet, 
Blackmore, and a few others whoſe fame I have for- 
got: tools, in my opinion, as neceſſary for a good 
writer, as pen, ink and paper. And beſides, I 
would fain know whether every draper does not ſhew 
you three or four damn'd pieces of ſtuff to ſet off 
his good one? However, I will grant that one 
thorough bookſelling rogue is better qualified to vex 
an author, than all his contemporary ſcriblers in 
critick or ſatire, not only by ſtolen copies of what 
was incorrect or unfit for the publick, but by down- 
right laying other men's dulneſs at your door. I 
had a long deſign upon the ears of that Curl, when 
J was in credit, but the rogue would never allow 
me a fair ſtroke at them, although my penknife was 


ready drawn and ſharp. I can hardly believe the re- 


lation of his being poiſoned, although the hiſtorian 
pretends to have been an eye-witneſs: but I beg 
pardon, ſack might do it, although rats-bane would 
not. I never ſaw the thing you mention as falſely 
imputed to you ; but I think the frolicks of merry 
hours, even when we are guilty, ſhould not be left 


to the mercy of our beſt friends, until Curl and his 
reſemblers are hanged. 


With 
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With ſubmiſſion to the better judgment of you 
and your friends, 1 take your project of an employ- 
ment under the Turks to be idle and unneceſſary. 
Have a little patience, and you will find more merit 
and encouragement at home, by the fame methods. 
You are ungrateful to your country ; quit but your 
own religion, and ridicule ours, and that will allow 
you a free choice for any other, or for none at all, 
and pay you well into the bargain. Therefore pray 
do not run and diſgrace us among the Turks, by tel- 
ling them you were forced to leave your native home, 
becauſe we would oblige you to be a Chriſtian; 
whereas we will make it appear to all the world, 
that we only compelled you to be a whig. 

There is a young ingenious quaker in this town 
who writes verſes to his miſtrets, not very correct, 
but in a ſtrain purely what a poetical quaker ſhould 
do, commending her look and habit, &c. It gave 
me a hint that a ſet of quaker-paſtorals might ſuc- 
ceed, if our friend Gay could fancy it, and I think 
it a fruitful ſubject; pray hear what he ſays. I be- 
lieve farther, the paſtoral ridicule 1s not exhauſted 
and that a porter, footman, cr chairman's paſtoral 
might do well. Or what think you of a Newgate 
paſtoral, among the whores and thieves there ? 

Laſtly, to conclude, I love you never the worſe 
for ſeldom writing to you. I am in an obſcure 
ſcene, where you know neither thing nor perſon. 
I can only anſwer yours, which I promiſe to do af- 
ter a ſort whenever you think fit to employ me. 
But I can aſſure you, the ſcene and the times have 
depreſſed me wonderfully, for I will impute no 

defect 
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defect to thofe two paltry years which have ſlipt 
by ſince I had the happineſs to fee you. I am with 
the trueſt eſteem, | 

Yours, &c, 


From Dr. SwirT to Mr. Port. 


Dublin, Jan. 10, 1721. 


Thouſand things have vexed me of late years, 
upon which I am determined to lay open my 
mind to you. I rather chooſe to appeal to you 
than to my Lord Chief Juſtice Whitſhed, under the 
fituation I am in. For, I take this cauſe properly 
to lie before you: you are a much fitter judge of 
what concerns the credit of a writer, the injuries 
that are done him, and the reparations he ought to 
receive. Beſides, I doubt, whether the arguments 
I could ſuggeſt to prove my own innocence, would 
be of much weight from the gentlemen of the long- 
robe to thoſe in furs; upon whoſe decifion about 
the difference of ſtyle or ſentiments, I ſhould be 
very unwilling to leave the merits of my cauſe. 
Give me leave then to put you in mind, (although 
you cannot eaſily forget it) that about ten weeks be- 
fore the Queen's death, I left the town, upon oc- 
caſion of that incurable breach among the great men 
at court, and went down to Berkſhire, where you 
may remember that you gave me the favour of a 
viſit. While I was in that retirement, I writ a 
diſcourſe which I thought might be uſeful in ſuch 
a juncture of affairs, and ſent it up to London; but 
| upon 
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upon ſome difference in opinion between me and a 
certain great miniſter now abroad, the publiſhing of 
it was deferred ſo long, that the Queen died, and I 
recalled my copy, which hath been ever fince in ſafe 
hands. In a few weeks after the loſs of that excel- 
lent Princeſs, I came to my ſtation here; where I 
have continued ever fince in the greateſt privacy, 
and utter-ignorance of thoſe events which are moſt 
commonly talked of in the world. I neither know 
the names nor number of the royal family which 
now reigns, farther than the prayer-book informs 
me. I cannot tell who is chancellor, who are ſe- 
cretaries, nor with what nations we are in peace oc 
war. And this manner of life was not taken up 
out of any ſort of affectation, but merely to avoid 
giving offence, and for fear of provoking party- 
zeal. 

I Had indeed written ſome memorials of the four 
laſt years of the Queen's reign, with ſome other in- 
tormations, which I received, as neceſſary materials to 
ny me for doing ſomething in an employment 
then Hand mac: “ but, as it was at the diſpoſal 
of a pci lon hat had not the ſmalleſt ſhare of ſtea- 
dineſs or uncerity, I diſdained ta accept it. 

Theſe papers, at my few hours of health and lei- 
fure, I have been digeſting into order by one ſheet 


at a time, for I dare not venture any farther, leſt the 


. 
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** 
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humour of ſearching and ſeizing papers ſhould re- 
vive ; not that I am in pain of any danger to myſelf, 
(for they contain nothing of preſent times or per- 


* Hiſtonographer. 
Vor. XIV. C ſons, 
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ſons, upon which I ſhall never loſe a thought while 
there is a cat or a ſpaniel in the houſe) but to pre- 
ſerve them from being loſt among meſſengers and 
clerks. 

I have written in this kingdom, a * diſcourſe to 
perſuade the wretched people to wear their own ma- 
nufactures, inſtead of thoſe from England: this trea- 
tiſe ſoon ſpread very faſt, being agreeable to the ſen- 
timents of the whole nation, except of thoſe gen- 
tlemen who had employments, or were expectants. 
Upon which a perſon in great office here, immedi- 
ately took the alarm; he ſent in haſte for the Chief 
Juſtice, and informed him of a ſeditious, factious, 
and virulent pamphlet, lately publiſhed with a de- 
ſign of ſetting the two kingdoms” at variance; di- 
recting at the fame time that the printer ſhould be 


proſecuted with the utmoſt rigour of law. + The 


Chief Juſtice had ſo quick an underſtanding, that 
he reſolved, if poſſible, to out-do his orders. 'The 
grand-juries of the county and city were practiſed 
effectually with to repreſent the ſaid pamphlet with 
all aggravating epithets, for which they had thanks 
ſent them from England, and their preſentments 
publithed for ſeveral weeks in all the news-papers. 
The printer was ſeized, and forced to give great 
bail : after his trial the jury brought him in not 
guilty, although they had been culled with the ut- 
molt induſtry ; the Chief Juſtice ſent them back 
nine times, and kept them eleven hours, until be- 


* A Propoſal for the univerſal Uſe of Iriſh Manufactures. 
+ Lord Chief Juſtice Whutſhed. 
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ing perfectly tired out, they were forced to leave 
the matter to the mercy of the judge, by what they 
call a ſpecial verdict. During the trial, the Chief 
Juſtice, among other ſingularities, laid his hand on 
his breaſt, and proteſted ſolemnly that the author's 
deſign was to bring in the pretender ; although there 
was not a ſingle ſyllable of party in the whole trea- 
tiſe, and although it was known that the moſt emi- 
nent of thoſe who protelled his own principles, 
pablickly diſallowed his proceedings. But the cauſe 
being ſo very odious and unpopular, the trial of the 
verdict was deferred from one term to another, un- 
til upon the Duke of Grafton the Lord Lieutenant's 
arrival, his grace, after mature advice, and per- 
- miſſion from England, was pleaſed to grant a noli 
proſequi. 

This is the more remarkable, becauſe it is ſaid 
that the man is no ill decider in common caſes of 
property, where party 1s out of the queſtion ; but 
when that intervenes, with ambition at heels to puſh 
it forward, it muſt needs confound any man of lit- 
tle {pirit, and low birth, who has no other endow- 
ment than that fort of knowledge, which, how- 
ever poſſeſſed in the higheſt degree, can poſſibly give 
no one good quality to the mind. 

It is true, I have been much concerned for ſeve- 
al years paſt, upon account of the publick as well 
as of myſelf, to ſee how ill a taſte for wit and 
| ſenſe prevails in the world, which, politicks and 
South-Sea, and party, and operas and maſquerades 
have introduced. For, beſide many inſipid papers 
which the malice of ſome has entitled me to, there 
: C 2 | are 
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are many perſons appearing to wiſh me well, and 
pretending to be judges of my ſtyle and manner, 
who have yet aſcribed ſome writings to me, of 
which any man of common ſenſe and literature 
would be heartily aſhamed. I cannot forbear in- 
ſtancing a treatiſe called a Dedication upon Dedica- 
tions, which many would have to be mine, although 
it be as empty, dry, and ſcrvile a compoſition, as I 
remember at any time to have read. But above all, 
there is one circumſtance which makes it impoſſi- 
ble for me to have been author of a treatiſe, where- 
in there are ſeveral pages containing a panegyrick on 
King George, of whoſe character and perſon I am 
utterly ignorant, nor ever had once the curioſity to 
enquire into either, living at ſo great a diſtance as I 
do, and having long done with whatever can relate 
to publick matters. 

Indeed I have formerly delivered my thoughts 
very freely, whether I were aſked or not ; but never 
affected to be a counſellor, to which I had no man- 
ner of call. I was humbled enough to ſee my ſelf 
fo far out-done by the Earl of Oxford in my own 
trade as a ſcholar, and too good a courtier not to 
diſcover his contempt of thoſe who would be men 
of importance out of their ſphere. Beſides, to ſay 
the truth, although I have known many great mi- 
niſters ready enough to hear opinions, yet I have 
hardly ſeen one that would ever deſcend to take ad- 
vice ; and this pedantry ariſes from a maxim them- 
ſelves do not believe at the ſame time they practiſe 
by it, that there is ſomething profound in politicks, 
which men of plain honeſt ſenſe cannot arrive to. 

I only 
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I only with my endeavours had ſucceeded better 
in the great point I had at heart, which was that of 
reconciling the miniiters to each other. This might 
have been done, if others who had more concern, 
and more influence, would have acted their parts ; 
and if this had ſucceeded, the public intereſt both 
of church and ſtate would not have been the worſe, 
nor the proteſtant ſucceſſion endangered. 


But, whatever opportunities a conſtant attend- 
ance for four years might have given me, for en- 
deavouring to do good offices to particular perſons, 
1 deſerve at leaſt to find tolerable quarter from thoſe 
of the other party: for many of which I was a 
conſtant advocate with the Earl of Oxford, and for 
this I appeal to his lordihip : He knows how often 
I preſſed him in favour of Mr. Addifon, Mr. Con- 
greve, Mr. Rowe, and Mr. Steel, although I freely 
confeſs that his lordſhip's kindneſs to them was al- 
together owing to his generous notions, and the eſ- 
teem he had for their wit and parts, of which I 
could only pretend to be a remembrancer. For, I 
can never forget the anſwer he gave to the late Lord 
Hallifax, who, upon the firit change of the mini- 
ſtry, interceded with him to ſpare Mr. Congreve : it 
was by repeating theſe two lines of Virgil, 


* Non obtuſa adeo geſtamus pectora pœni, 
Nec tam averſus equos Tyrid Sol jurgit ab urbe. 


Our hearts are not ſo cold, nor flames the fre 
Of Sor, ſo diſtant from the race of Tyre. 
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Purſuant to which, he always treated Mr. Congreve 
with the greateſt perſonal civilities, aſſuring him of 
his conſtant favour and protection, and adding that 
he would ſtudy to do ſomething better for him. 

I remember it was in thoſe times a uſual ſubje& 
of raillery towards me among the miniſters, that I 
never came to them without a whig in my fleeve ; 
which I do nut ſay with a y view towards making 
my court: for, the new principles fixed to thoſe of 
that denomination, I did then, and do now from 
my heart abhor, deteſt, and abjure, as wholly de- 
generate from their predeceſſors. I have converſed 
in ſome freedom with more miniſters of ſtate of al! 
parties, than uſually happens to men of my level, 
and I confeſs, in their capacity as miniſters, I look 
upon them as a race of people, whoſe acquaintance 
no man would court, otherwite than upon the ſcore 
of vanity or ambition. The firit quickly wears off 
(and is the vice of low minds, for a man of ſpirit 


1s too proud to be vain) and the other was not my 
caſe. Beſides, having never received more than one 


ſmall favour, I was under no neceſſity of being a 
ſlave to men in power, but choſe my friends by 
their perſonal merit, without examining how far 
their notions agreed with the politicks then in vogue. 
I frequently converſed with Mr. Addiſon, and the 
otters I named (except Mr. Steel) during all my 
Lord Oxford's miniſtry; and Mr. Addiſon's friend- 


ſhip to me continued inviolable, with as much kind- 


_ neſs as when we uſed to meet at my Lord Sommers 


or Hallifax, who were leaders of the oppoſite 


party: x 


I would 
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I would infer from all this, that it is with great 
injuſtice I have theſe many years been pelted by your 
pamphleteers, merely upon account of ſome regard 
which the Queen's laſt ininiſters were pleaſed to have 
for me: and yet in my conſcience I think I am a 
partaker in every ill deſign they had againſt the 
proteſtant ſucceſſion, or the liberties and religion 
of their country; and can ſay with Cicero, * that 
« J ſhould be proud to be included with them in 
& all their actions, * tenquam in equo Troano.” 
But, if I have never diſcovered by my words, writ- 
ings, or actions, any party virulence, or dangerous 
deſigns againſt the preſent powers; if my friend- 
ſhip and converſation were equally ſhewn among 
thoſe who liked or diſapproved the proceedings then 
at court, and that I was known to be a common 
friend of all deſerving perſons of the latter fort, 
when they were in diſtreſs; I cannot but think it 
hard, that I am not ſuffered to run quietly among 
the common herd of people, whole opinions un- 
fortunately differ from thoſe which lead to favour 
and preferment. 

I ought to let you know, that the thing we call 
a whig in England, is a creature altogether different 
from thoſe of the ſame denomination here; at leaſt 
it was ſo during the reign of her late majeſty, Whe- 
ther thoſe on your fide have changed or not, it has 
not been my buſineſs to enquire. I remember my 
excellent friend Mr. Addiſon, when he firſt came 
over hither Secretary to the Earl of Wharton then 


As if in the Trojan horſe, 
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Lord Lieutenant, was extremely offended at the 
conduct and diſcourſe of the chief managers here : 
he told me they were a fort of people who ſeemed 
to think, that the principles of a whig conſiſted in 
nothing elſe but damning the church, reviling the 
clergy, abetting the diſſenters, and ſpeaking con- 
temptibly of revealed religion. 

I was diſcaurſing ſome years ago with a certain 
miniſter about that whiggiſh or fantaſtical genius 
ſo prevalent among the Engliſh of this kingdom ; 
his lordſhip accounted for it by that number of 
Cromwell's ſoldiers, adventurers eſtabliſhed here, 
who were all of the ſoureſt leven, and the meaneſt 
birth, and whoſe poſterity are now in poſſeſſion of 
their lands and their principles. However, it muſt 
be confeſſed, that of late ſome people in this coun- 
try are grown weary of quarrelling, becauſe intereſt, 
the great motive of quarrelling is at an end; for, it 
is hardly worth contending who ſhall be an exciſe- 
man, a country vicar, a crier in the courts, or an 
under-clerk. | 

You will perhaps be inclined to think, that a 
perſon ſo ill treated as I have been, muſt at ſome 
time or other have diſcovered very dangerous opi- 
nions in government; in anſwer to which, I will 
tell you what my political principles were in the 
time of her late glorious majeſty, which I never 
contradicted by any action, writing, or diſcourſe. 

Firſt, I always declared myſelf againſt a popiſh 
ſucceſſor to the crown, whatever title he might 
have by the proximity of blood: neither did I 
ever regard the right line, except upon two ac- 

counts ; 
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Counts; firſt, as it was eſtabliſhed by law; and 

ſecondly, as it has much weight in the opinions of 
the people. For, neceſſity may aboliſh any law, 
but cannot alter the ſentiments of the vulgar 
right of inheritance. being perhaps the moſt popular 
of all topicks; and therefore in great changes when 
that is broke, there will remain much heart-burn- 
ing and diſcontent among the meaner people ; which 
(under a weak prince and corrupt adminiſtration) 
may have the worſt conſequences upon the peace of 
any ſtate. 

As to what is called a revolution-principle, my 
opinion was this; that whenever thoſe evils which 
uſually attend and follow a violent change of go- 
vernment, were not in probability ſo pernicious as 
the grievance we ſuffer under a preſent power, then 
the public good wall juſtify ſuch a revolution ; and 
this I took to have been the caſe in the Prince of 
Orange's expedition; although in the conſequences 
it produced ſome very bad effects, which are likely 
to ſtick long enough by us. 

I had likewiſe in thoſe days a mortal antipathy 
againſt ſtanding armies in times of peace. Becauſe 
I always took ſtanding armies to be only ſervants 
: hired by the maſter of the family, for keeping his 
- own children in flavery. And becauſe I conceived 
that a prince who could not think himſelf ſecure 
without mercenary troops, mult needs have a ſepa- 
rate intereſt from that of his ſubjects. Although I 
am not ignorant of thoſe artificial neceſſities which a 
- corrupted miniſtry can create, for keeping up forces 
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As to parliaments, I adored the wiſdom of that 
gothic inſtitution, which made them annual: and! 
was confident our liberty could never be placed upon 
a firm foundation, until that ancient law were reſtored 
among us. For, who ſees not, that while ſuch aſ- 
ſemblies are permitted to have a longer duration, 
there grows up a commerce of corruption between 
the miniſtry and the deputies, wherein they both 
find their accounts, to the manifeſt danger of liber- 
ty; which traffick would neither anſwer the deſign, 
nor expence, if parliaments met once a year. 

I ever abominated that ſcheme of politicks, (now 
about thirty years old) of ſetting up a monied in- 
tereſt in oppoſition to the landed. For I conceived, 
there could not be a truer maxim in our government 
than this, that the poſſeſſors of the foil are the beſt 
judges of what is for the advantage of the kingdom. 
If others had thought the ſame way, funds of cre- 
dit and South-ſea projects would neither have been 
felt nor heard of. 

I could never diſcover the neceſſity of ſuſpending 
any law upon which the liberty of the moſt in- 
nocent perſons depended : neither do I think this 
practice has made the taſte of arbitrary power ſo 
agreeable, as that we ſhould deſire to lee it repeated. 
Every rebellion ſubdued, and plot diſcovered, con- 
tribute to the firmer eſtabliſhment of the prince : In 


the latter caſe, the knot of conſpirators is entirely 


broken, and they are to begin their work anew un- 
der a thouſand diſadvantages ; ſo that thoſe diligent 


enquiries into remote and problematicab guilt, with a _ 


new power of enforcing them by chains and dun- 
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geons to every perſon whoſe face a miniſter thinks 


fit to diſlike, are not only oppolite to that maxim, 
which declares it better that ten guilty men ſhould 


eſcape, than one innocent ſuffer ; but likewiſe leave 
a gate wide open to the whole tribe of informers, 
the moſt accurſed, and proſtitute, and abandoned 
race, that God ever permitted to plague mankind. 

It is true the Romans had a cuſtom of chooſing 
a dictator, during whoſe adminiſtration, the power 
of other magiſtrates was ſuipended ; ; but this was 
done upon the greateſt emergencies; a war near 
their doors, or ſome civil diſſention: for, armies 
muſt be governed by arbitrary power. But when 
the virtue of that commonwealth gave place to lux- 
ury and ambition, this very office of dictator became 
perpetual in the perſons of the Cæſars and their 
ſucceſſors, the moſt infamous tyrants that have any 
where appeared in ſtory. 


Theſe are ſome of the ſentiments I had, relating 


to public affairs, While I was in the world; what 


they are at preſent, 1s of little importance either to 
that or myſelf ; neither can I truly fay I have any at 
all, or if I had, I dare not venture to publiſh them: 
for, however orthodox they may be while I am now 
writing, they may become criminal enough to bring 
me into trouble before midſummer. And indeed I 


© have often wiſhed for ſome time paſt, that a politi- 
aul catechiſm might be publiſhed by authority four 


times a year, in order to inſtruct us how we are to 
ſpeak, write and act during the current quarter. I 
have by experience felt the want of ſuch an inſtructer: 
For, intending to make my court to ſome people 


ON 


28 LETTERS TO AND 


on the prevailing ſide, by advancing certain old 
whiggiſh principles, which it ſeems had been ex- 
ploded about a month before, I have paſſed for a 
diſaffected perſon. I am not ignorant how idle a 
thing it is, for a man in obſcurity to attempt defend- 
ing his reputation as a writer, while the ſpirit of 
faction has ſo univerſally poſſeſſed the minds of men, 
that they are not at leiſure to attend to any thing 
elſe. They will juſt give themſelves time to libel 
and accuſe me, but cannot ſpare a minute to hear my 
defence. So, in a plot-diſcovering age, I have often 
known an innocent man ſeized and impriſoned, and 
forced to lie ſeveral months in chains, while the mini- 
ſters were not at leiſure to hear his petition, until they 
had proſecuted and hanged the number they propoſed. 

All I can reaſonably hope for by this letter, is to 
convince my friends, and others who are pleaſed to 
with me well, that I have neither been ſo ill a ſub- 
je&, nor ſo ſtupid an author, as I have been repre- 
ſented by the virulence of libellers; whoſe malice 
has taken the ſame train in both, by fathering dan- 
gerous principles in government upon me, which 1 
never maintained, and inſipid productions which I 
am not capable of writing. For, however I may 
have been ſowered by perſonal ill treatment, or by 
melancholy proſpects for the publick, I am too 
much a politician to expoſe my own ſafety by of- 
fenſive words. And if my genius and ſpirit be 
ſunk by encreaſing years, I have at leaſt diſcretion 
enough left, not to miſtake the meaſure of my own _ 
abilities, by attempting ſubjects where thoſe talents 
are neceſſary, which perhaps I may have loſt with my 
youth. 


Mr. 
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C1 
Mr. Pops to Dr. SwiIFF. 


Jan. 12, 1723. 


Find a rebuke in a late letter of yours that both 
ſtings and pleaſes me extremely. Your ſaying 
that I ought to have writ a poſtſcript to my friend 
Gay's, makes me not content to write leſs than a 
whole letter; and your ſeeming to take his kindly, 
gives me hopes you will look upon this as a fincere 
effect of friendſhip. Indeed as I cannot but own 
the lazineſs with which you tax me, and with 
which I may equally charge you, for both of us 
have had (and one of us has both had and given) a 
ſurfeit of writing; ſo I really thought you would 
know yourlelf to be ſo certainly intitled to my 
friendſhip, that it was a poſſeſſion you could not 
imagine ſtood in need of any farther deeds or writ- 
ings to aſſure you of it. 
Whatever you ſeem to think of your withdrawn 


and ſeparate ſtate at this diſtance, and in this abſence, 


Dean Swift lives ſtill in England, in every place 


Wo.” 
r 
8 7 
0 
4 wy 
5 4 
7 
Ar 
by * 
1. 
EY 
{A 
Jn 
2 + | 
1 03: 
i 
13 


and company where he would chooſe to live, and I 
find him in all the converſations I keep, and in all 
the hearts in which I defire any ſhare. 


We have never met theſe many years without men- 


tion of you. Beſide my old acquaintance, I have found 


that all my friends of a later date, are ſuch as were 
yours before: lord Oxford, lord Harcourt, and lord 
Harley, may look upon me as one entailed upon them 
by you: lord Bolingbroke is now returned (as I 


hope) 
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hope) to take me with all his other hereditary 
rights: and, indeed, he ſeems grown ſo much a 
philoſopher, as to ſet his heart upon ſome of them 
as little, as upon the poet you gave him. It is 
ſurely my ill-fate, that all thoſe I moſt loved, and 
with whom I molt lived, muſt be baniſhed : After 
both of you left England, my conſtant hoſt was 
the biſhop of * Rocheſter. Sure this is a nation 
that is curſedly afraid of being over-run with too 
much politeneſs, and cannot regain one great ge- 
nius, but at the expence of another. I tremble 
for my lord Peterborough, whom I now lodge with; 
he has too much wit, as well as courage, to make a 
ſolid general: and if he eſcapes being baniſhed by 
others, I fear he will baniſh himſelf. This leads 
me to give you ſome account of the manner of my 
life and converſation, which has been infinitely 
more various and diſſipated, than when you knew 
me and cared for me; and among all ſexes, parties, 
and profeſſions. A glut of ſtudy and retirement in 
the firſt part of my life, caſt me into this ; and this, 
TI begin to ſee, will throw me again into ſtudy and 
retirement. 

The civilities I have met with from oppoſite 
ſets of people, have hindered me from being vio- 
lent or ſour to any party ; but at the ſame time the 
_ obſervations and experiences I cannot but have col- 
lected, have made me leſs fond of, and leſs ſur- 
prized at, any: I am therefore the more afflicted, 
and the more angry, at the violences and hardſhips 


* Dr, Atterbury, 
I ſee 
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I ſee practiſed by either. The merry vein you knew 
me in, is ſunk intoa turn of reflection, that has made 
the world pretty indifferent to me; and yet I have 
acquired a quictneſs of mind, which by fits improves 
into a certain degree of cheerfulneſs, enough to 
make me juſt ſo good humoured as to with that 
world well. My friendſhips are increaſed by new 
ones, yet no part of the warmth I felt for the old 

is diminiſhed. Averſions I have none, but to 
knaves, (for fools I have learned to bear with) and 
ſuch I cannot be commonly civil to; for I think 

* thoſe men are next to knaves who converſe with 
them. The greateſt man in power of this ſort 
ſhall hardly make me bow to him, unleſs I had a 

- perſonal obligation, and that I will take care not to 
have. The top pleaſure of my life 1s one I learned 
from you, both how to gain, and how to uſe the 
freedom of friendſhip, with men much my ſupe- 
riors. To have pleaſed great men, according to 
Horace, is a praiſe ; but not to have flattered them, 
and yet not have diſpleaſed them, is a greater. I 

| have carefully avoided all intercourſe with poets and 
ſcriblers, unleſs where by great chance I have found 

a a modeſt one. By theſe means I have had no quarrels 
3 with any perſonally ; none have been enemies, but 
i who were alſo ſtrangers to me; and as there is no 
great need for an eclairciſment with ſuch, whatever 
they writ or ſaid I never retaliated, not only never 

| ſeeming to know, but often really never knowing, 
any thing of the matter. There are very few things 
that give me the anxiety of a wiſh; the ſtrongeſt I 
+ have would be to paſs my days with you, and a few 
ſuch 


Wir) 


CE A , — 
4 * £ 2 * 
— * a. 
"RR * 
, * 
bh l 
* n . 22 
8 22 r 
on neg, e J fe 


* 
ve bl 
y 
©. 

. LY 


22 LETTERS TO AND 


ſuch as you: but fate has diſperſed them all about 
the world ; and I find to wiſh it is as vain, as to 
with to ſee the Millennium and the Kingdom of the 
Juſt upon earth, 


If I have ſinned in my long filence, conſider there 
is one to whom you yourſelf have been as great a 
finner. As ſoon as you ſee his hand, you will learn 
to do me juſtice, and feel in your heart how long a 
man may be ſilent to thoſe he truly loves and re- 
ſpects. 


Lord BoLINGBROKE to Dr. Swirr. 


Am not ſo lazy as Pope, and therefore you muſt 

not expect from me the ſame indulgence to la- 
zineſs; in defending his own cauſe he pleads yours, 
and becomes your advocate while he appeals to you 
as his judge: You will do the ſame on your part; 
and I, and the reſt of your common friends, ſhall 
have great juſtice to expect from two ſuch righteous 
tribunals : You reſemble perfectly the two alehouſe- 
keepers in Holland, who were at the ſame time 
Burgomaſters of the town, and taxed one-anothers 
bills alternately. I declare before-hand I will not 
ſtand to the award ; my title to your friendſhip 1s 
good, and wants neither deeds nor writings to con- 
firm it: but annual acknowledgments at leaſt are 


neceſſary to preſerve it: and I begin to ſuſpect, by _ 
your defrauding me of them, that you hope in time 


to diſpute it, and to urge preſcription againſt me. 1 
would not ſay one word to you about myſelf (ſince 
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it is a ſubje& on which you appear to have no curi- 


oſity) were it not to try how far the contraſt be- 


* tween Pope's fortune and manner of life, and mine, 
may be carried. 


have been, then, infinitely more uniform, and 
leſs diſſipated, than when you knew me and cared 
for me, That love which I uſed to ſcatter with 
ſome profuſion among the female kind, has been 
theſe many years devoted to one object. A great 
many misfortunes (for fo they are called, though 
ſometimes very improperly) and a retirement from 
the world, have made that juſt and nice diſcrimina- 
tion between my acquaintance and my friends, which 
we have ſeldom ſagacity enough to make for our 
ſelves : thoſe infects of various hues, which uſed to 
hum and buz about me while I ſtood in the ſunſhine, 
have diſappeared ſince I lived in the ſhade. No man 
comes to a hermitage but for the ſake of the her- 
mit; a few philoſophical friends come often to mine, 
and they are ſuch as you would be glad to live with, 


if a dull climate and duller com pany have not altered 


you extremely from what you were nine years ago. 
The hoarſe voice of party was never heard in this 


quiet place; gazettes and pamphlets are baniſhed from 
at, and if the lucubrations of Iſaac Bickerſtaff be admit- 
ted, this diſtinction is owing to ſome ſtrokes by which 
It 1s judged that this illuſtrious philoſopher, had (like 


the Indian Fohu, the Grecian Pythagoras, the Perſian 
Zoroaſter, and others his precurſors among the Zabi- 


ans, Magians, and the Egyptian ſeers) both his out- 
ward and his inward doctrine, and that he was of no- 


ide at the bottom. When I am there, I forget I 
HL 4 Vol. XIV. D ever | 
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ever was of any party myſelf ; nay, I am often ſo hap- 
pily abſorbed by the abſtracted reaſon of things, that 
I am ready to imagine there never was any ſuch mon- 
ſter as party. Alas, I am ſoon awakened from that 
pleaſing dream by the Greek and Roman hiſtorians, 
by Guicciardin, by Machiavel, and Thuanus ; for I 
have vowed to read no hiſtory of our own country, 
till that body of it which you promiſe to finiſh, 
appears. 

I 2m under no apprehenſions that a glut of ſtudy 
and retirement ſhould caſt me back into the hurry of 
the world; on the contrary, the ſingle regret which I 
ever feel, is, that J fell ſo late into this courſe of life; 
my philoſophy grows confirmed by habit, and if you 
and I meet again, I will extort this approbation from 
you. * Jam non conſilio bonus, ſed more eo perductus, 
ut non tantum recte facere poſſim, fed niſi recte facere 
non pofſim. The little incivilities I have met with 
from oppoſite ſets of people, have been ſo far from 
rendering me violent or ſour to any, that I think my- 
felf obliged to them all : ſome have cured me of my 
fears, by ſhewing me how impotent the malice of 
the world is; others have cured me of my hopes, 
by ſhewing how precarious popular friendſhips are; 
all have cured me of ſurprize. In driving me out 
of party, they have driven me out of curſed com- 
pany 3 and in {tripping me of titles and rank, and 
eſtate, and ſuch trinkets, which every man that wall, 
may ſpare, they have given me that which no man can 
be happy without. 


* I am now good, not upon principle only, but by long habit am 
come to that paſs, that I not only can act rightly, but it is out of — b 
power to act otherwiſe, | 
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Reflection and habit have rendered the world ſo 


indifferent to me, that I am neither afflicted nor re- 


joiced, angry nor pleaſed, at what happens in it, any 
0 farther than perſonal friendſhips intereſt me in the 
affairs of it, and this principle extends my cares but 


a little way. Perfect tranquility is the general tenor 
of my life: good digeſtions, ſerene weather, and ſome 
other mechanic ſprings, wind me above it now and 


then, but I never fall below it; I am ſometimes gay, 


but I am never ſad; I have gained new friends, and 
have loſt ſome old ones; my acquiſitions of this kind 
give me a good deal of pleaſure, becauſe they have 


not been made lightly. I know no vows ſo ſolemn 


as thoſe of friendſhip, and therefore a pretty long 
noviciate of acquaintance ſhou'd methinks precede 
them; my loſſes of this kind give me but little trou- 
ble, I contributed nothing to them, and a friend who 


| breaks with me unjuſtly, is not worth preſerving. 


As ſoon as I leave this town (which will be in a few 
days) I ſhall fall back into that courſe of life, which 


keeps knaves and fools at a great diſtance from me: 


I have an averſion to them both, but in the ordinary 


- courle of life, I think I can bear the ſenſible knave, 
better than the fool: One muſt, indeed, with the 


* 
= 


A 
«4 

- 

Sa, 
; 


former, be in ſome or other of the attitudes of thoſe 


wooden men whom J have ſeen before a ſword-cutlers 


ſhop in Germany; but even in theſe conſtrained poſ- 


+ tures, the witty raſcal will divert me; and he that 


diverts me does me a great deal of good, and lays me 


under an obligation to him, which I am not obliged 
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to pay in another coin: the fool obliges me to be al- 
moſt as much upon my guard as the knave, and he 
LJ 2 makes 
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makes me no amends ; he numbs me like the torpor, 
or he teizes me like the fly. This is the picture of an 
old friend, and more like him than that will be which 
you once aſked, and which he will ſend you, if you 
Continue ſtill to deſire it—Adieu, dear Swift, with 
all thy faults I love thee entirely; make an effort, and 
love me on with all mine. 


N. B. The foregoing letter of the Lord Bolingbroke, was printed at 
the End of the Quarto Edition, very faulty as for inſtance, Arabians for 
Zabians, Egyptian Seres for Secrs, &c.) occaſioned by its being taken from 
Curl's ſtolen Copy only: The Original having been ſince rec overed a- 
mong Dr. Sift's papers, it is no& firſt correcily publiſhed. This Note 
is taken from the Dublin Edilion. 


From Dr. SwirT to Mr. Pops. 


Dublin, Sept. 20, 1723. 

Eturning from a ſummer expedition of four 
months on account of my health, I found a 

letter from you, with an appendix longer than yours 
from lord Bolingbroke. I believe there-is not a 
more miſerable malady than an unwillingneſs to 
write letters to our beſt friends, and a man might 
be philoſopher enough in finding out reaſons for it. 
One thing is clear, that it ſhews a mighty difference 
betwixt friendſhip and love, for a lover (as I have 
heard) is always ſcribling to his miſtreſs. If I 
could permit myſelf to believe what your civility 
makes you fay, that I am ſtill remembered by my 
friends in England, I am in the right to keep my 
ſelf here Non ſum qualis eram. I left you in a 
period of life when one year does more execution 
than three at yours, to which if you add the dul- 


* IJ am not what I was. 


neſs 
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neſs of the air, and of the people, it will make a 
terrible ſum. I have no very ttrong faith in you 


pretenders to retirement, you are not of an age for 


it, nor have gone through either good or bad fortune 


enough to go into a corner, and form concluſions + 


de contemptu mundi & fuga feculi, unleſs a poet 
grows weary of too much applauſe, as miniſters do 
of too much weight of bulinels. 

Your happineſs is greater than your merit, in 
chooſing your favourites ſo indifferently among 
either party : this you owe partly to your education, 
and partly to your genius employing you in an art 
in which faction has nothing to do, for I ſuppoſe 
Virgil and Horace are ul read by Whigs and 
tories. You have no more to do with the conſtitu- 
tion of church and ſtate, than a chriſtian at Conſtan- 


tinople; and you are ſo much the wiſer and the 


happier, becauſe both parties will approve your 


poetry, as long as you are known to be of neither. 
ee OY 


Your notions of friendſhip are new to me: I be- 


lieve every man is born with his quantum, and he can- 
not give to one without robbing another. I very 
well know to whom I would give the firſt places in 


my friendſhip, but they are not in the way: I am 
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condemned to another ſcene, and therefore I diſtri- 
bute it in pennyworths to thoſe about me, and wha 


diſpleaſe me leaſt; and ſhould do the ſame to my 
fellow priſoners, if I were condemned to jay!l. 1 


can likewiſe tolerate knaves much better than tools, 
£ - becauſe their knavery does me no hurt in the com- 


+ Concerning the contempt of the world, ad zetirement from 


| 1 buſinefs. 


IJ 3 merce 


38 LETTERS TO AND 


merce I have with them, which however I own is 
more dangerous, tho not ſo troubleſome, as that of 
fools. I have often endeavoured to eſtabliſh a 
friendſhip among all men of genius, and would 
fain have it done: they are ſeldom above three or 
four contemporaries, and if they could be united 
would drive the world before them. 1 think it was 
ſo among the poets in the time of Auguſtus : but 
envy, and party, and pride, have hindered it among 
us. I do not include the ſubalterns, of which you 
are ſeldom without a large tribe. Under the name 
of poets and ſcriblers, I ſuppoſe you mean the fools 
you are content to ſee ſometimes, when they happen 


to be modeſt ; which was not frequent among them 


while I was in the world. 

I would deſcribe to you my way of living, if 
any method could be call'd fo in this country. I 
chooſe my companions among thoſe of leaſt conſe- 
quence and moſt compliance: I read the moſt trifi- 
ing books I can find, and whenever I write, it is upon 
the moſt trifling ſubjects: but riding, walking, and 
ſleeping take up eighteen of the twenty-four hours, 
I procraſtinate more than I did twenty years ago, 
and have ſeveral things to finiſh which I put off to 
twenty years hence; Hæc eft vita Solutorum, &c. 
I ſend you the compliments of a friend of yours, 
who has paſſed four months this ſummer with two 
grave acquaintance at his country-houſe, without 
ever once going to Dublin, which is but eight miles 
diſtant; yet when he returns to London, I will en- 
gage you ſhall find him as deep in the court of re- 
queſts, the park, the operas, and the coffee-houſe, 


28 


Gat. Mi a0 A a. - ms 


6 
4 
9 

4 

$34 
F 
ET 


3 
3. 
738 


4 20 vt 

es A 

F+ 5 N . 

+, = g 
n 
= . 

9 . 

2 y 

% 

4 * 

y 

1 


1 
J 
& 


} 


$ & J 
Ns 
: 
LY 
5 
* 
9 
9 + 
& 
3 
4 


* 


4 
4 


1 
we 


vg 


* FROM DR. SWIFT, &. 39 


as any man there. I am now with him for a few 

4 days. 

You muſt remember me with great affection to 

Dr. Arbuthnot, Mr. Congreve, and Gay I think 
there are no more eodem tertio s between you and me, 
except Mr. Jervas, to whoſe houſe I addreſs this, for 
want of knowing where you live: for it was not 
clear from your laſt whether you lodge with lord 
Peterborough, or he with you? 


I am ever, &c. 


From Mr. Popk, to Dr. SwirT. 


Sept. 14, 1725. 


Need not tell you, with what real delight J 

- ſhou'd have done any thing you deſired, and in 
particular any good offices in my power towards the 
bearer of your letter, who is this day gone for France. 
Perhaps 'tis with poets as with prophets, they are 
{o much better lik'd in another country than their 
own, that your Gentleman, upon arriving in Eng- 
land, loſt his curiofity concerning me. However, 
had he tried, he had found me his friend ; I mean 
he had found me yours. I am diſappointed at not 
knowing better a man whom you eſteem, and com- 
fort my ſelf only with having got a letter from you 
with which (after all) I fit down a gainer ; fince to 
my great pleaſure it confirms my hope of once 
more ſeeing you. After ſo many diſperſions, and 
ſo many diviſions, two or three of us may yet be 
gather'd together; not to plot, not to contrive filly 
D 4 ichemes 
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ſchemes of ambition, or to vex our own or others 
hearts with buſy vanities (ſuch as perhaps at one time 
of life or other take their tour in every man) but to 
divert ourſelves, and the world too if it pleaſes; or at 
worſt, to laugh at others as innocently and as un- 
hurtfully as at ourſelves. Your travels I hear much 
of; my own I promiſe you ſhall never more be in a 
ſtrange land, but a diligent, I hope uſeful inveſti- 
gation of my own territories. I mean no more 
tranſlations, but ſomething domeſtic, fit for my own 
country, and for my own time. 

If you come to us I'll find you elderly ladies e- 
nough that can halloo, and two that can nurſe, and 
they are too old and feeble to make too much noiſe; 
as you will gueſs when I tell you they are my own 
mother, and my own nurſe. I can alſo help you 
to a lady who is as deaf, tho' not ſo old, as your- 
ſelf; you'll be pleas'd with one-another I'll engage, 
tho' you don't hear one- another: you'll converſe like 
ſpirits by intuition. What you'll moſt wonder at 
13, ſhe is conſiderable at court, yet no party-wo- 
man; and lives in Court, yet wou'd be eaſy and 
make you eaſy. 

One of thoſe you mention (and I dare fay always 
will remember) Dr. Arbuthnot, is at this time ill 
of a very dangerous diſtemper, an impoſtume in 
the bowels ; which is broke, but the event is very 
uncertain. Whatever that be (he bids me tell you, 
and I write this by him) he lives or dies your faith- 
ful friend; and one reaſon he has to deſire a little 
longer life, is the wiſh to fee you once more. 


He 
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He is gay enough in this circumſtance to tell you 


he wou'd give you (if he cou'd) ſuch advice as 


might cure your deafneſs, but he would not adviſe 


"you, if you were cur'd, to quit the pretence of it ; 


becauſe you may by that means hear as much as 


vou will, and anſwer as little as you pleaſe. Be- 


lieve me 


Yours, Se. 


From Dr. SwirT. 


Sept. 29, 1725. 
Am now returning to the noble ſcene of Dublin, 
into the grande Monde, for fear of burving my 


parts; to ſignalize my ſelf among curates and vicars, 


and correct a!l*corruptions crept in relating to the 
weight of bread and butter, through thoſe domi- 
nions where I govern *. I have employed my time 
(beſide ditching) in finiſhing, correcting, amending, 
and tranſcribing my A travels, in four parts complete, 


newly augmented, and intended for the preſs when 


the world ſhall deferve them, or rather when 2 


printer ſhall be found brave enough to venture his 


ears. I like the ſcheme of our meeting after diſ- 
treſſes and diſperſions, but the chief end I propoſe 
to my ſelf in all my labours, is to vex the world 
rather than divert it; and if I could compaſs that 


deſign, without hurting my own perſon or fortune, 
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I would be the moſt indefatigable writer you have 


The liberties of St. Patrick's cathedral, 
+ Gulliver's Travels. 
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ever ſeen, without reading. I am exceedingly 
pleas'd that you have done with tranſlations ; lord 
treaſurer Oxford often lamented that a raſcally world 
ſhould lay you under a neceffity of miſemploying 
your genius for ſo long a time. But ſince you will 
now be ſo much better employed, when you think 
of the world, give it one laſh the more at my re- 
queſt. I have ever hated all nations, profeſſions, 
and communities; and all my love is towards indi- 
viduals : for inſtance, I hate the tribe of lawyers, 
but I love Counſellor ſuch a one, and Judge ſuch a 

ne: Tis fo with phyſicians, (I will not ſpeak of 
my own trade) ſoldiers, Engliſh, Scotch, French, 
and the reſt, But principally I hate and deteſt that 
animal called: man, although I heartily love John, 


Peter, Thomas, and ſo forth. This is the ſyſtem + 


upon which I have govern'd my ſelf many yea: 
(but do not tell) and ſo I ſhall go on till I have done 
with them. I have got materials towards a treatiſe, 


proving the falſity of that definition“ Animal ra- 
tionale, and to ſhew it ſhould be only F rationis ca- 


pax. Upon this great foundation of Miſanthropy (tho 


not in Timon's manner) the whole building of my 


travels is erected ; and I never will have peace of 
mind, till all honeſt men are of my opinion: By 
conſequence you are to embrace it immediately, and 
procure that all who deſerve my eſteem may do fo 


too. The matter is ſo clear, that it will admit of 
no diſpute; nay, I will hold a hundred pounds that 


you and I agree in the point. 


* A rational animal. + Capable of Reaſon, 
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FROM DR. SWIFT, Ge. 43 
I did not know your Odyſſey was finiſhed, being 


yet in the country, which I ſhall leave in three days. 
* I thank you kindly for the preſent, but ſhall like it 
three fourths the leſs, from the mixture you men- 
tion of other hands; however, I am glad you fav'd 
' yourſelf ſo much drudgery 


I have been long 
told by Mr. Ford of your great atchievements in 
building and planting, and eſpecially of your ſub- 
terranean paſſage to your garden, whereby you turn- 
ed a blunder into a beauty, which is a piece of Ars 
Poetica. 

T have almoſt done with Harridans, and ſhall 
ſoon become old enough to fall in love with girls of 
fourteen. The lady whom you deſcribe to live at 
court, to be deaf, and no party-woman, I take to 
be Mythology, but know not how to moralize it. 
She cannot be Mercy, for Mercy is neither deaf, nor 
lives at court : Juſtice 1s blind, and perhaps deaf, but 
neither is ſne a court- lady: fortune is both blind and 
deaf, andacourt-lady, but then the is a moſt damnable 


party- woman, and will never make me eaſy, as you 
- promiſe. It muſt be Riches which anſwers all your 
e e Jam glad ſhe viſits you, but my voice 


is ſo weak, that I doubt ſhe will never hear me. 
Mr. Lewis ſent me an account of Dr. Arbuth- 


| not's illneſs, which is a very ſenſible affliction to 
me, who by living ſo long out of the world, have 
loſt that hardneſs. of heart contracted by years and 


general converſation, I am daily loſing friends, and 


neither ſeeking nor getting others. Oh if the 
i N world had but a dozen Arbuthnot's in it, I would 
Dh burn my travels]! but however he is not without 


fault ; 
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fault: there is a paſſage in Bede, highly commend- 
ing the piety and learning of the Iriſh in that age, 
where, after abundance of praiſes, he overthrows 
them all, by lamenting that alas ! they kept Eaſter 
at a wrong time of the year. So our doctor has 
every quality and virtue that can make a man amia- 
ble or uſeful ; but alas, he hath a fort of flouch in 
his walk ! I pray God protect him, for he is an ex- 
cellent Chriſtian though not a Catholick. 

I hear nothing of our friend Gay, but I find the 
court keeps him at hard meat. I adviſed him to 
come over here with a lord-lieutenant. Philips 
writes little flams (as lord Leiceſter call'd thoſe fort 
of verſes) on miſs Carteret. A Dublin blackſmith, 
a great poet, has imitated his manner in a poem to 
the ſame Miſs. Philips is a complainer, and on 
this occaſion I told lord Carteret, that complainers 
never ſucceed at court, though railers do. 

Are you altogether a country gentleman ? that J 
mult addreſs to you out of London, to the hazard 
of your loſing this precious letter, which I will 
now conclude although ſo much paper is left. I 
have an ill name, and therefore ſhall not ſubſcribe it, 
but you will gueſs it comes from one who eſteems 
and loves you about half as much as you deſerve, I 
mean as much as he can. 

I am in great concern, at what I am juſt told is 
in ſome of the news-papers, that lord Bolingbroke 
is much hurt by a fall in hunting. I am glad he 
has ſo much youth and vigour left, (of which he 
has not been thrifty) but I wonder he has no more 
diſcretion, 


Mr, 


* 

, ; * 
x I 
* 
** 
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FROM DR. SWIFT, Ge. 45 


Mr. Port to Dr. SwIFT. 


Mz 
4 


Oct. 15, 1725. 
Am wonderfully pleas'd with the ſuddenneſs of 
I your kind anſwer. Tt makes me hope you are 
coming towards us, and that you incline more and 
more to your old friends, in proportion as you draw 
nearer to them; and are getting into our vortex. 
Here is one *, who was once a powerful planet, but 
has now (after long experience of all that comes of 
ſhining) learn'd to be content with returning to his 
firſt point, without the thought or ambition of ſhin- 
ing at all, Here is another, who thinks one of the 
greateſt glories of his father was to have diſtinguiſh'd 
and lov'd you, and who loves you hereditarily. 
Here is Arbuthnot, recovered from the jaws of 
death, and more pleas'd with the hope of ſeeing 
you again, than of reviewing a world, every part of 
which he has long deſpis'd, but what is made up of 
a a few men like yourſelf. He goes abroad again, 
and is more chearful than even health can make a 
man, for he has a good conſcience into the bargain, 
which is the molt catholick of all remedies, tho' not 
the moſt univerſal. I knew it wou'd be a pleaſure to 
you to hear this, and in truth that made me write ſo 

ſoon to you. 

I'm ſorry poor P. is not promoted in this age; 
for certainly if his reward be of the next, he is of 
all poets the moſt miſerable. I'm alſo ſorry for an- 


* Lord Bolingbroke, 
other 
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other reaſon ; if they don't promote him, they'll 
ſpoil the concluſion of one of my ſatires, where 
having endeavour'd to correct the taſte of the town 
in wit and criticiſm, I end thus, 


But what avails to lay down rules for ſenſe ? 
In 's reign theſe fruitleſs lines were writ, 


When Ambroſe Philips was preferr'd for Wit ! 


Our friend Gay is uſed as the friends of tories are 
by whigs, and generally by tories too. Becauſe he 
had humour, he was ſuppos'd to have dealt with 


Dr. Swift; in like manner as when any one had 


learning formerly, he was thought to have dealt 
with the devil. He puts his whole truſt at court in 


that * lady whom I deſcrib'd to you, and whom | 
you take to be an allegorical creature of fancy: 1 
with ſhe really were riches for his ſake ; tho' as for 


yours, I queſtion whether (if you knew her) you 
would change her for the other ? 


Lord Bolingbroke had not the leaſt harm by his ; 


fall, I wiſh he had receiv'd no more by his other fall; 


lord Oxford had none by his. But lord Bolingbroke | 
is the moſt improved mind fince you ſaw him, that 
ever was improved without ſhifting into a new body, 
or being: + paullo minus ab angelis. I have often 
imagined to my ſelf, that if ever all of us mect again, 

after ſomany varieties and changes; after ſomuchof the 

old world and of the old man in each of us has been 


* Mrs, Howard. + A little lower than angels. 
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Palter'd, that ſcarce a ſingle thought of the one, any 
more than a ſingle atome of the other, remains juſt 
the ſame ; I've fancy'd, I ſay, that we ſhould meet 
like the righteous in the Millenium, quite in peace, 
diveſted of all our former paſſions, ſmiling at our 
paſt follies, and content to enjoy the kingdom of 
the juſt in tranquility. But I find you would ra- 
ther be employ'd as an avenging angel of wrath, to 
break your vial of indignation over the heads of the 
wretched creatures of this world ; nay would make 
them eat your book, which you have made (I doubt 
not) as bitter a pill for them as poſſible. 

I won't tell you what deſigns I have in my head 
(beſide writing a ſet of maxims in oppoſition to all 
Rochefoucault's principles) till I ſee you here, face 
to face. Then you ſhall have no reaſon to complain 
of me, for want of a generous diſdain of this 
world, tho' I have not loſt my ears in yours and 
their ſervice. Lord Oxford too (whom I have now 
the third time mention'd in this letter, and he de- 
ſerves to be always mention'd in every thing that is 

addreſt to you, or comes from you) expects you: 
That ought to be enough to bring you hither ; tis 
a better reaſon than if the nation expected you. For 
I really enter as fully as you can defire, into your 
Principle of love of individuals: and I think the 
way to have a publick ſpirit, is firſt to have a private 
one; for who can belive (faid a friend of mine) that 
any man can care for a hundred thouſand people, 


who never cared for one? No ill-humour'd man can 


euer be a patriot, any more than a friend. 
REA I de- 
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I deſigned to have left the following page for 
Dr. Arbuthnot to fill, but he is fo touch'd with the 
period in yours to me concerning him, that he in- 
tends to anſwer it by a whole letter. He too is buſy 
about a book, which I gueſs he will tell you of. $6 
adieu.— What remains worth telling you? Dean 
Berkley is well, and happy in the proſecution of his 
ſcheme. Lord Oxford and Lord Bolingbroke in 
health, Duke Diſney ſo alſo; Sir William Wynd- 


ham better, Lord Bathurſt well. Theſe and ſome 


others, preſerve their ancient honour, and ancient 
friendſhip. Thoſe who do neither, if they were 
d—d, what is it to aProteſtant prieſt, who has nothing 
to do with the dead? I anſwer for my own part as a 
papiſt, I would not pray them out of purgatory. 
My name is as bad a one as yours, and hated by 
all bad people, from Hopkins and Sternhold, to Gil- 
don and Cibber. The firſt pray'd againſt me with 
the Turk ; and a modern imitator of theirs (whom 
T leave you to find out) has added the Chriſtian to 
'em, with proper definitions of each in this manner, 


The Pope's the whore of Babylon, 
The Turk he is a Jew: 

The Chriſtian is an Infidel 
That fitteth in a pew. 


From 


FROM DR. SWIFT, Sc. 49 


From Dr. SwIFT. 


Nov. 26, 1725. 


Should ſooner have acknowledged yours, if a 

feveriſh diſorder and the relicks of it had not 
difabled me for a fortnight. I now begin to make 
excuſes, becauſe I hope I am pretty near ſeeing you, 
and therefore I would cultivate an acquaintance 
becauſe if you do not know me when we meet, you 
need only keep one of my letters, and compare it 
with my face, for my face and letters are counter- 
parts of my heart. I fear I have not expreſs'd that 
right, but I mean well, and J hate blots : I look in 
your letter, and in my conſcience you ſay the fame 


thing, but in a better manner. Pray tel] my Lord 


Bolingbroke that I wiſh he was baniſhed again, for 
then I ſhould hear from him, when he was full of 
philoſophy, and talked de contemptu mundi. My 
Lord Oxford was ſo extremely kind as to write to 
me immediately an account of his ſon's birth ; which 
I immediately acknowledged, but before my letter 
could reach him, I wiſh'd it in the ſea; I hope I 

was more afflicted than his lordſhip. Tis hard that 
parſons and beggars ſhould be over-run with bratts, 
while ſo great and good a family wants an heir to 
continue it. I have received his father's picture, 
but 1 lament {/ub ſigillo confeſſions) that it is not ſo 
true a reſemblance as I could wiſh. Drown the 
: 00 I am not content with deſpiſing it, but I 


ppould anger it, if I could with ſafety. I wiſh 
I 1 Vor. XIV. E there 
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there were an hoſpital built for its deſpiſers, where 
one might act with fafety, and it need not be a large 
building, only I would have it well endowed. P&R 
is fort chancellant whether he ſhall turn parſon or 
not. But all employments here are engaged, or in 
reverſion. Caſt wits and caſt beaux have a proper 
ſanctuary in the church: yet we think it a ſevere 


judgement, that a fine gentleman, and ſo much a_ 


finer for hating eccleſiaſticks, ſhould be a domeſtic 
humble retainer to an Iriſh prelate. He is neither 
ſecretary nor gentleman-uſher, yet ſerves in both 


capacities. He has publiſhed ſeveral reaſons why 


he never came to ſee me, but the beſt is, that I have 
not waited on his lordſhip. We have had a poem 
ſent from London in imitation of that on Miſs Car- 
teret. It is on Miſs Harvey of a day old; and we 
ſay and think it is yours. I with it were not, be- 
cauſe I am againit monopolies.— Vou might have 
ſpared me a few more lines of your fatire, but | 
hope in a few months to ſee it all. To hear boys 
like you talk of Millenniums and tranquility ! I am 
older by thirty years, Lord Bolingbroke by twenty, 
and you but by ten, than when we laſt were together; 
and we ſhould differ more than ever, you coquetting 
a maid of honour, my lord looking on to fee how 
the gameſters play, and I railing at you both. I de- 


fire you and all my friends will take a ſpecial care 


that my diſaffection to the world may not be im- 


puted to my age, for I have credible witneſſes ready 
to depoſe, that it hath never varied from the twen- 
ty-firſt to the f--ty-eighth year of my lite (pray 
fill that blank charitably). I tell you after all, that 7 
I do 
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; I do not hate mankind, it is vous autres who hate 


them, becauſe you would have them reaſonable ani- 


, and are angry at being diſappointed: I have 
always rejected that definition, and made another of 
my own. I am no more angry with 
was with the kite that laſt week flew away with one 


than 1 


of my chickens; and yet I was pleaſed when one 
of my ſervants ſhot him two days after. This I 
ſay, becauſe you are ſo hardy as to tell me of your 


intentions to write maxims in oppoſition to Roche- 
foucault, who is my favourite, becauſe I found my 
: whole character in him; however I will read him 
again, becaule it is poſſible I may have ſince under- 


gone ſome alterations.—Take care the bad poets do 
not out-wit you, as they have ſerved the good ones 
in every age, whom they have provoked to tranſmit 
their names to poſterity. Mcevius is as well known 
as Virgil, and Gildon will be as well known as you, 
if his name gets into your verſes: and as to the 
difference between good and bad fame, tis a perfect 
trifle. I aſk a thouſand pardons, and ſo leave you 
for this time, and will write again without concern- 


ing myſelf whether you write or not. 


I am, &c. 


We | E 2. Mr, 
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Mr. PoE to Dr. Swirr. 


December 10, 1725. 


1 Find my ſelf the better acquainted with you for a 


1 long e as men are with themſelves for a 
long affliction Abſence does but hold off a friend, 
to make one ſee him more truly. I am infinitely 
more pleaſed to hear you are coming near us, than at 
any thing you ſeem to think in my favour; an opi- 
nion which has perhaps been aggrandized by the 
diſtance or dulneſs of Ireland, as objects look larger 
through a medium of fogs: and yet I am infinitely 
pleaſed with that too. I am much the happier for 
finding (a better thing than our wits) our judgments 
jump, in the notion that all ſcriblers ſhould be paſt 
by in filence. To vindicate ones felf againſt ſuch 
naſty ſlander, is much as wiſe as it was in you: 
countryman, when the people imputed a ſtink to 
him, to prove the contrary by ſhewing his backſide 


So let Gildon and Philips reſt in peace! What Vir- _ 


gil had to do with Movius, that he ſhould wear 
him upon his fleeve to all eternity, I don't know. 
I've been the longer upon this, that I may prepare 


you for the reception both you and your works may 
poſſibly meet in England. We your true acquain- | 
tance will look upon you as a good man, and love | 
vou; others will look upon you as a wit, and 
hate you. So you know the worſt; unleſs you are 


as vindicative as /irgil, or the aforeſaid Hibernian. 


J will: 
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I wiſh as warmly as you, for an hoſpital in which 
to lodge the deſpiſers of the world; only I fear 
it would be filled wholly like Chelſea, with maim- 

ed ſoldiers, and ſuch as had been diſabled in its ſer- 
vice. I would rather have thoſe, that out of ſuch 
- generous principles as you and J, deſpiſe it, fly in 
its face, than retire from it. Not that I have 
much anger againſt the great, my ſpleen is at the 
little rogues of it; it would vex one more to be 
knock'd on the head with a piſs-pot, than by a 
thunder-bolt. As to great oppreſſors, they are like 
kites or eagles, one expects miſchief from them; 
but to be ſquirted to death (as poor Wycherley ſaid 
to me on his death bed) by apothecaries apprentices, 
by the underſtrappers of under- ſecretaries to ſecre- 
taries who were no ſecretaries—this wou'd provoke 
as dull a dog as Ph—s himſelf. 

So much for enemies, now for friends, Mr. 
L—— thinks all this indiſcreet: the Dr. not ſo; 
he loves miſchief the beſt of any good-natured man 
in England, Lord B. is above tritling : when he 
writes of any thing in this world, he is more than 
= mortal ; if ever he trifles, it muſt be when he turns 
a divine. Gay is writing Tales for Prince William; 
I ſuppoſe Mr. Philips will take this very ill, for 
two reaſons ; one that he thinks all childiſh things 
belong to him, and the other, becauſe he'll take it ill 
to be taught that one may write things to a child, 
without being childiſh. What have I more to add? 
but that Lord Oxford deſires earneſtly to ſce you: 


and that many others whom you do not think the 


3 worſt 
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worlt of, will be gratified by it : none more, be 
| aſſured, than 


Yours, &c. 


r 
3 
* 


9 0 83 C-. N 


| P. S. Pope and you are very great wits, and | 
| think very indifferent philoſophers : If you deſpiſed 
| the world as much as you pretend, and perhaps be- 
| lieve, you would not be ſo angry with it. The 
= founder of your ſe&, that noble original whom you 
j think it ſo great an honour to reſemble * was a 
ſlave to the worſt part of the world, to the court; 
and all his big words were the language of a ſlight- 
ed lover, who deſired nothing ſo much as a recon- 
ciliation, and feared nothing ſo much as a rupture, 
I believe the world has uſed me as ſcurvily as moſt 
people, and yet I could never find in my heart to 
be thoroughly angry with the fimple, falſe, capri- 
cious thing. I ſhould bluſh alike, to be diſcovered 
fond of the world, or piqued at it. Your definition 
of animal rationis, inſtead of the common one ani- + 
mal rationale, will not bear examination; define but 
reaſon, and you will fee why your diſtinction is no 
better than that of the pontiff Cotta, between male 
ratio, and bona ratio. But enough of this: make 
us a viſit, and Ill ſubſcribe to any fide of theſe im- 
portant queſtions which you pleaſe. We differ leſs | 
than you imagine, perhaps, when you wiſhed me 
baniſhed again : but I am not leſs true to you and | 
to philoſophy in England, than I was in France. 

Yours, &c. BoLINGBROKE. 


Seneca. 
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From Dr. SwirT. 


London, Aug. 4, 1726. 


Had rather live in forty Irelands than under the 
frequent diſquicts of hearing you are out of or- 
der. I always apprehend it moſt after a great din- 
ner; for the leaſt tranſgreſſion of yours, if it be 
only two bits and one ſup more than your flint, is 


a great debauch ; for which you certainly pay more 


than thoſe ſots who are carried dead drunk to bed. 


My Lord Peterborow ſpoiled every body's dinner, 


but eſpecially mine, with telling us that you were 


detained by ſickneſs. Pray let me have three lines 
under any hand or pothook that will give me a bet- 


ter account of your health; which concerns me 
more than others, becauſe I love and eſteem you for 
reaſons that moſt others have little to do with, and 


would be the ſame although you had never touched 


a pen, farther than with writing to me. 


I am gathering up my luggage, and preparing 


for my journey; I will endeavour to think of you 


as little as I can, and when I write to you, I will 


| ſtrive not to think of you: this I intend in return 


to your kindneſs; and farther, I know no body has 
dealt with me ſo cruelly as you, the conſequences 


of which uſage I fear will laſt as long as my life, 


for ſo long ſhall I be (in ſpite of my heart) entirely 


Yours. 


Mr, 
E 4 
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Mr. Port to Dr. SwirT. 


Aug. 22, 1726. 
ANY a ſhort ſigh you coſt me the day I left 


you, and many more you will coſt me, till the 
day you return. I really walk'd about like a man 
baniſh'd, and when I came home, found it no home. 
»Tis a ſenſation like that of a limb lopp'd off, one 


is trying every minute unawares to uſe it, and finds 


it is not. I may ſay you have uſed me more cruelly 
than you have done any other man ; you have made 
it more impoſſible for me to live at eaſe without 
vou: habitude itſelf would have done that, if I 
had leſs friendſhip in my nature than I have. Be- 
fide my natural memory of you, you have made a 
local one, which preſents you to me in every place 
I frequent : I ſhall never more think of Lord Cob- 
ham's, the woods of Ciceter, or the pleaſing proſ- 
pect of Byberry, but your idea muſt be join'd with 
em; nor ſee one ſeat in my own garden, or one 
room in my own houſe, without a phantome of 
you, fitting or walking before me, I travell'd with 
you to Cheſter, I felt the extreme heat of the wea- 
ther, the inns, the roads, the confinement and cloſe- 
neſs of the uneaſy coach, and wiſhed a hundred 
times I had either a deanery or horſe in my gift. 
In real truth, I have felt my ſoul peeviſh ever ſince 
with all about me, from a warm uneaſy defire after 
you. I am gone Oat of myſelf to no purpoſe, and 
cannot catch you. Inhiat in pedes was not more 


pro perly 


1 X * * 2 


2 "kindneſs. Donarum Pateras, &c. Till then I'll 


| properly apply'd to a poor dog after a hare, than to 
me with regard to your departure. I wiſh I could 
think no more of it, but lye down and ſleep till we 
meet again, and let that day (how far ſoever off it 
'be) be the morrow. Since I cannot, may it be 
my amends that every thing you wiſh may attend 
you where you are, and that you may find every 
friend you have there, in the {tate you wiſh him, 
or her; ſo that your viſits to us may have no 
other effect, than the progreſs of a rich man to a 
remote eſtate, which he finds greater than he ex- 
pected ; which knowledge only ſerves to make him 
live happier where he is, with no diſagreeable proſ- 
pect if ever he ſhould chooſe to remove. May this 
be your ſtate till it become what I with. But in- 
deed I cannot expreſs the warmth, with which J 
wiſh you all things, and myſelf you. Indeed you 
are engraved elſewhere than on the cups you ſent 
me, (with ſo kind an inſcription) and I might throw 
them into the Thames without injury to the giver. 

J am not pleaſed with them, but take them very 
kindly too: and had I ſuſpected any ſuch uſage from 
you, I ſhould have enjoyed your company leſs than 
IJ really did, for at this rate I may ſay 


; : 
. Nec tecum poſſum vivere, nec fine te. 


in bring you over juſt ſuch another preſent, when 
I go to the deanery of St. Patrick's; which I pro- 
miſe you to do, if ever I am enabled to return your 


drink 
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drink (or Gay ſhall drink) daily healths to you, and 


III add to your inſcription the old Roman vow for 2 
years to come, VOT IS X. VOTIS XX. My 1 
mother's age gives me authority to hope it for yours, bot 
Adieu, 20 

te 

th 

Mr. Por to Dr. Swirr. h. 

| li 

Sept. 3, 1726, by 

OURS to Mr. Gay gave me greater ſatisfaction te 

than that to me (tho' that gave me a great 4 

deal) for, to hear you were ſafe at your journeys 4 
end, exceeds the account of your fatigues while in L 
the way to it: otherwiſe believe me, every tittle ſt 
of each is important to me, which ſets any one 5 
thing before my eyes that happens to you. I writ 70 
you a long letter, which I gueſs reach'd you the he 
day after your arrival. Since then I had a con- is 
ference with Sir RoBRRT WALPOLE, who expreſt 
his deſire of having ſeen you again before you left 'D 
us; he ſaid he obſerved a willingneſs in you to lo 
live among us; which I did not deny ; but at the 1 
ſame time told him, you had no ſuch deſign in da 
your coming this time, which was merely to ſer ©: 3 


a few of thoſe you loved: but that indeed al! 
thoſe wiſhed it, and particularly Lord Peterborow 
and myſelf, who wiſh'd you lov'd Ireland leſs, had | Is 
you any reaſon to love England more. I ſaid no- 
thing but what I think wou'd induce any man to 
be as fond of you as I, plain truth, did they knov © 


— 3 
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either it, or you. I can't help thinking, (when 


1 conſider the whole ſhort liſt of our friends) that 


none of em except you and I are qualify'd for the 


mountains of Wales. The Dr. goes to cards, Gay 


to court; one loſes money, one loſes his time: ano- 
ther of our friends labours to be unambitious, but 


he labours in an unwilling foil. One“ Lady you 


like, has too much of France to be fit for Wales: 
+ Another 1s too much a ſubject to princes and po- 
tentates, to reliſh that wild taſte of liberty and po- 
verty. Mr. Congreve is too ſick to bear a thin air; 
and ꝓ ſhe that leads him too rich to enjoy any thing. 


Lord Peterborow can go to any climate, but never 


ſtay in any. Lord Bathurſt is too great a huſband- 
man to like barren hills, except they are his own 
to improve. Mr. Bethel indeed is too good and too 
honeſt to live in the world, but yet tis fit, for its 
example, he ſhould, We are left to ourſelves in 


my opinion, and may live where we pleaſe, in Wales, 


Dublin, or Bermudas: and for me, I aſſure you I 
love the world ſo well, and it loves me ſo well, that 


I care not in what part of it I paſs the reſt of my 


days. I ſee no ſunſhine but in the face of a friend. 


I had a glimpſe of a letter of yours lately, by which 


; 1 find you are (like the vulgar) apter to think well 


of people out of power, than of people in power; 
perhaps tis a miſtake, but however there's ſome- 
ting in it generous. Mr. Pultney takes it extreme 


| kindly, I can perceive, and he has a great mind to 


* Lady Bolingbroke, a French Lady. + Mrs, Howard. 
t The Counteſs of Godolphin, 


5 thank 
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thank you for that good opinion, for which I be- 
lieve he is only to thank his ill fortune: for if! 
am not in an error, he would rather be in power, 
than out. 

To ſhew you how fit I am to live in the moun- | 
tains, I will with great truth apply to myſelf an ] 
old ſentence. * "Thoſe that are in, may abide in; 


« and thoſe that are out, may abide out: yet to me, ne 
« thoſe that are in, ſhall be as thoſe that are out; to 
« and thoſe that are out, ſhall be as thoſe that are le: 
. ot 

I am indifferent as to all thoſe matters, but I mit; 10 


you as much as I did the firſt day, when (with a H 
ſhort ſigh) I parted. Wherever you are, (or on the gl 
mountains of Wales, or on the coaſt of Dublin, * 


* Tu mibi, magni ſuperas dum ſuxa Timavi, ra 
Sive oram Illyrici legis æquoris ) it 


I am, and ever ſhall be, & 
Yours, Se. [1 


Whether Timavus or th' Illyrian coaſt, 
Whatever land or ſea thy preſence boaſt, 


From 
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From Mr. PopE to Dr. SwirT. 


Nov. 16, 1726. 


Have reſolved to take time; and in ſpite of all 
misfortunes and demurs, which ſickneſs, lame- 


"neſs, or diſability of any kind can throw in my way, 
to write you (at intervals) a long letter. My two 


leaſt fingers of one hand hang impediments to the 


"others, like uſeleſs dependents, who only take up 


room, and never are active or aſſiſtant to our wants: 


I ſhall never be much the better for 'em—1 con- 
gratulate you firſt upon what you call your couſin's 
wonderful book, which is “ publica trita manu at 


preſent, and I prophecy will be hereafter the admi- 


ration of all men. That countenance with which 


it is received by ſome ſtateſmen, is delightful ; I 


- wiſh I could tell you how every ſingle man looks up- 
on it, to obſerve which has been my whole diver- 
| ſion this fortnight. T've never been a night in Lon- 
don ſince you left me, till now for this very end, 

and indeed it has fully anſwered my expectations. 


I find no conſiderable man very angry at the book; 


ſome indeed think it rather too bold, and too gene- 
ral a fatire : but none that I hear of accuſe it of 
particular reflections (I mean no perſons of conſe- 


quence, or good judgment; the mob of critics, you 


know, always are deſirous to apply fatire to thoſe 
they envy for being above them) ſo that you needed 


* In every body's hands, 


not 
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| 4 
not to have been ſo ſecret upon this head. Motte 


receiv'd the copy (he tells me) he knew not from 
whence, nor trom whom, dropp'd at his houſe in 
the dark, from a hackney coach ; by computing 
the time, I found it was after you left England, fo 
for my part, I ſuſpend my judgment. 

I'm pleas'd with the nature and quality of your 
preſent to the. Princefs. The Iriſh ſtuff you ſent to 
Mrs. Howard, her Royal Highneſs laid hold of, and 
has made up for her own uſe. Are you determin'd 
to be national in every thing, even in your civilitics? 
you are the greateſt politician in Europe at this rate; 
but as you are a rational politician, there's no great 
fear of you, you will never ſucceed. 


Another thing in which you have pleas'd me, was 


what you ſay of Mr. Pultney, by which it ſeems 
to me that you value no man's civility above your 
own dignity, or your own reaſon. Surely, without 
flattery, you are now above all parties of men, and 
it is high time to be ſo, after twenty or thirty years 
obſervation of the great world. 


+ Nullius addictus jurare in verba magiſtri. 


I queſtion not, many men would be of your inti- 
macy, that you might be of their intereſt : But 
God forbid an honeſt or witty man ſhould be f 
any, but that of his country. They have ſcoun- 
drels enough to write for their paſſions and their | 
deſigns; let us write for truth, for honour, and 


* A bookſeller, publiſher of the Travels. 
+ To follow any party-leader's call. 
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for poſterity. If you muſt needs write about poli- 
ticks at all, (but perhaps tis full as wiſe to play the 
© fool any other way) ſurely it ought to be fo as to 
| preſerve the dignity and integrity of your character 
* with thoſe times to come, which will moſt impar- 
© tially judge of you. 
* 1 with you had writ to Lord Peterborow, no 
man is more affectionate toward you. Don't fancy 
none but tories are your friends; for at that rate I 
mult be, at moſt, but half your friend, and fincere- 
ly I am wholly ſo. Adieu, write often, and come 
' ſoon, for many wiſh you well, and all would be 
glad of your company. 


From Dr. Swi1FT. 


Dublin, Nov. 17, 1726. 


Am juſt come from aniwering a letter of Mrs. 
H 's, writ in ſuch myſtical terms, that I 
| ſhould never have found out the meaning, if a book 
had not been ſent me call'd Gulliver's Travellers, of 
which you ſay ſo much in yours. I read the book 
© over, and in the ſecond volume obſerved ſeveral paſ- 
= ſages which appear to be patch'd and alter'd, and 
the ſtyle of a different fort, unleſs I am miſtaken. 
Dr. Arbuthnot likes the projectors leaſt, others you 
tell me, the flying iſland ; ſome think it wrong to 


T2 de ſo hard upon whole bodies or corporations, yet the 


general opinion is, that reflections on particular per 


ſeons are moſt to be blam'd : ſo that in theſe caſes, 
I think the beſt method is to let cenſure and opi- 


3 nion take their courſe. A biſhop here ſaid, that 
ES” book 
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book was full of improbable lies, and for his part, 
he hardly believed a word of it; and fo much for 
Gulliver. 

Going to England is a very good thing, if it were 
not attended with an ugly circumſtance of return. 
ing to Ireland. It is a ſhame you do not perſuade 
your miniſters to keep me on that fide, if it were 
but by a court expedient of keeping me in priſon 
for a plotter ; but at the ſame time I muſt tell you, 
that ſuch journeys very much ſhorten my life, for 
a month here is longer than ſix at Twickenham. 

How comes friend Gay to be ſo tedious ? another 
man can publiſh fiſty-thouſand lies, ſooner than he 
can publiſh fifty Fables. 

I am juſt going to perform a very good office, it 
is to aſſiſt with the arch-biſhop, in degrading a par- 
fon who couples all our beggars, by which I ſhall 
make one happy man : and decide the great queſtion 
of an indelible character in favour of the principles 
in faſhion; this I hope you will repreſent to the 


miniſtry in my favour, as a point of merit; ſo fare- 


wel till I return. 


I am come back, and "TR deprived the parſon, 
who by a law here is to be hanged the next couple 


he marries : he declared to us that he reſolved to be 
hanged, only deſired that when he was to go to 
the gallows, the arch-biſhop would take off his ex- 


communication. Is not he a good catholic ? and 


yet he is but a Scotchman. This is the only Iriſh 
event I ever troubled you with, and I think it de- 
ſerves notice. Let me add, that if I were Gulli- 
ver's friend, I would defire all my acquaintance to 
give 
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ive out that his copy was baſely mangled, and 


abuſed, and added to, and blotted out by the print- 
er; for ſo to me it ſeems, in the ſecond volume 


particularly. 


Adicu. 


From Dr. Swir r. 


Dec. 5, 1726, 


Believe the hurt in your hand affects me more 
than it does yourſelf, and with reaſon, becauſe 
I may probably be a greater loſer by it. What have 
accidents to do with thoſe who are neither jockeys, - 
nor fox-hunters, nor bullies, nor drunkards ? And 
yet a raſcally groom ſhall gallop a foundered horſe 


ten miles upon a cauſeway, and get home ſafe. 


I am very much pleas'd that you approve what 


Was ſent, becauſe I remember to have heard a great 
man ſay, that nothing required more judgment than 
making a preſent ; which when it is done to thoſe 
of high rank, ought to be of ſomething that is not 


readily got for money. You oblige me, and at the 
ſame time do me juſtice in what you dbſerve'as to 
Mr. Pultney. Beſides it is too late in life for me 


| to act otherwiſe, and therefore I follow a very eaſy 


road to virtue, and purchaſe it cheap. If you will 
ive me leave to join us, is not your life and mine 
@ ſtate of power, and dependance a ſtate of ſlavery? 

e care not three-pence whether a prince or mi- 


| Witter will ſee us or not: we are not afraid of hav- 
Jing ill offices done us, nor are at the trouble cf 


Vol. XIV. 8 guarding 
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guarding our words for fear of giving offence. | . 1 
do agree that riches are liberty, but then we are to 
put into the balance how long our apprenticeſhip is 
to laſt in acquiring them. = 
Since you have receiv'd the verſes, I moſt earneſt. 
ly intreat you to burn thoſe which you do not ap. 
prove; and in thoſe few where you may not diſlike 
ſome parts, blot out the . reſt, and fometimes (th 
it be againſt the lazineſs of your nature) be {0 7 
kind as to make a few corrections, if the matten: 
will bear them. I bave ſome few of thoſe thing 
J call thoughts moral and diverting ; if you pleaſe 
I will ſend the beſt I can pick from them, to ot! 


add to the new volume. I have reaſon to chooſe qu 
the method you mention of mixing the ſeverl ed 
verſes, and I hope thereby among the bad critics to 

be entitled to more merit than is my due. dit 


This moment I am fo happy as to have a letter: me 
from my Lord Peterborow, for which I intreat you 3 an 
will preſent him with my humble reſpects and wa 
thanks, tho' he all-to-be-Gullivers me by very ſtrong ſtit 
inſinuations. Tho' you deſpiſe riddles, I am ſtrong: 2 
ly tempted to ſend a parcel to be printed by them- fre 
ſelves, and make a nine- penny job for the bookſel. ing 
ler. There are ſome of my own, wherein I ex. vo 
ceed mankind, * mira poemata ! the moſt ſolemn? pr. 
that were ever ſeen; and ſome writ by others, ad- m 
mirable indeed, but far inferior to mine, but I wil . 
not praiſe myſelf. You approve that writer who * 
laughs and makes others laugh; but why lo, 


Wonderful Poems } 
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f 
I who hate the world, or you who do not love it, 
make it ſo happy? therefore I reſolve from hence- 
forth to handle only ſerious ſubjects, ii guid tu 
dbcte Trebati, diſſentis. | 


N Yours, Ce. 
yy Mr. Pork to Dr. SwiFT. 
) March 8, 1726-27. 


R. Stopford will be the bearer of this letter, 
| for whoſe acquaintance I am, among many 

other favours, obliged to you: and I think the ac- 
quaintance of ſo valuable, ingenious, and unaffect- 
ed a man, to be none of the leaſt obligations. 


Our miſcellany is now quite printed. I am pro- 
1 digiouſly pleas'd with this joint-volume, in which 
methinks we look like friends, fide by fide, ſerious 
and merry by turns, converſing interchangeably, and 
walking down hand in hand to poſterity ; not in the 
1 ſtiff forms of learned authors, flattering each other, 
and ſetting the reſt of mankind at nought: but in a 
3 Free, un- important, natural, eaſy manner; divert- 
ol ing others, juſt as we diverted ourſelves. The third 
— volume conſiſts of verſes, but I would chooſe to 
print none but ſuch as have ſome peculiarity, and 
* may be diſtinguiſh'd for ours, from other writers. 
here's no end of making books, Solomon faid, 
6 $5 and above all of making miſcellanies, which all men 
0 2 Wean make. For, unleſs there be a character in every 


* Unleſs you, my learned friend, diſſent. 
F 2 piece 
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piece, like the mark of the ele, I ſhould not care 


to be one of the twelve thouſand ſigned. 


You receiv'd, I hope, ſome commendatory verſes 


from a horſe and a Lilliputian, to Gulliver ; and an 
heroic epiſtle of Mrs. Gulliver. The bockſeller 
would fain have printed 'em before the ſecond edi- 
tion of the book, but I would not permit it without 
your approbation : nor do I much like them. You 
ſee how much like a poet I write, and yet if you 
were with us, you'd be deep in politicks. People 


are very warm, and very angry, very little to the 


purpoſe, but therefore the more warm and the more 


angry: Non noſtrum eſt, tantas componere lites. ' 
J ſtay at Twitnam, without ſo much as reading 


news- papers, votes, or any other paltry pamphlets : 
Mr. Stopford will carry you a whole parcel of them, 
which are ſent for your diverſion, but not imitation. 
For my own part, methinks, I am at Glubdubdrib, 
with none but ancients and ſpirits about me. 


I am rather better than I uſe to be at this ſeaſon, 
but my hand (tho' as you ſee, it has not loſt its 9® 
cunning) is frequently in very aukward ſenſations, * 
rather than pain. But to convince you it is pretty 3 
well, it has done ſome miſchief already, and juſt = 
been ſtrong enough to cut the other hand, while it 
was aiming to prune a fruit-tree. 4 i 

F Lady Bolingbroke has writ you a long, lively, 3 * 

letter, which will attend this; ſhe has very bad 8 

* It is not our's ſuch factions to compoſe. *4 7 tr 

+ Madame Villette, relict of the Marquis Villette, ſecond wife e tl 
Lord Bolinghroke, She was niece to the celebrated Madame Main- x 

tenon, | | - tl 
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health, he very good. Lord Peterborow has writ 
twice to you; we fancy ſome letters have been in- 
tercepted, or loſt by accident. About ten thouſand 
things I want to tell you: I with you were as im- 
patient to hear them, for if ſo, you would, you 
muſt come early this ſpring. Adieu. Let me have 
a line from you. I am vex'd at loſing Mr. Stop- 
ford as ſoon as I knew him: but I thank God I 
have known him no longer. If every man one be- 
gins to value muſt ſettle in Ireland, pray make me 
know no more of 'em, and I forgive you this one. 


Mr. PopE to Dr. SwirT. 


Oct. 2, 1727: 
T is a perfect trouble to me to write to you, and 
your kind letter left for me at Mr. Gay's, affect- 
ed me fo much, that it made me like a girl. I 
can't tell what to ſay to you; I only fecl that I with 
you well in every circumſtance of life; that tis al- 
*moſt as good to be hated as to be loved, confider- 
ing the pain it is to minds of any tender turn, to 
| aa themſelves fo utterly impotent to do any good, 
or give any eaſe, to thoſe who deſerve moſt from us. 
Z would very fain know, as ſoon as you recover 
W your complaints, or any part of them. Would to 
God I could eaſe any of them, or had been able 
even to have alleviated any! I found I was not, and 
truly it grieved me. I was ſorry to find you could 
75 think yourſelf eaſier in any houſe than in mine, 
| 5 tho' at the ſame time I can allow for a tender- 
208 EP 3 neſs 
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neſs in your way of thinking, even when it ſeem'd | h 
to want that tenderneſs. I can't explain my mean- 
ing, perhaps you know it: But the beſt way of 


convincing you of my indulgence, will be, if I live, 
to viſit you in Ireland, and act there as much in my 
own way as you did here in yours. I will not leave 


your roof, if I am ill. To your bad health I fear 


there was added ſome diſagreeable news from Ireland, 
which might occaſion your ſo ſudden departure: 


for, the laſt time I ſaw you, you aſſured me you 
would not leave us the whole winter, unleſs your 


health grew better, and I don't find it did fo. I 


never comply'd ſo unwillingly in my life with any 
friend as with you, in ſtaying fo intirely from you: 
nor could I have had the conſtancy to do it, if you 

had not promiſed that before you went, we ſhould | 

meet, and you would ſend to us all to come. 
have given your remembrances to thoſe you men- a 
tion in yours: we are quite ſorry for you, I mean 
for ourſelves, I hope, as you do, that we ſhall : 

meet in a more durable and more ſatisfactory ſtate; 
but the leſs ſure I am of that, the more I would 
indulge it in this. We are to believe, we ſhall Z 
have ſomething better than even a friend, there, but 


certainly here we have nothing ſo good. 

Adieu for this time; may you find every friend 
you go to as pleas'd and happy, as every friend you 
went from is ſorry and troubled, 

Yours, Se. 


From 
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From Dr. Sw1FT. 


Dublin, Oct. 12, 1727. 


Have been long reaſoning with myſelf upon the 
condition Iam in, and in concluſion have thought 
it beſt to return to what fortune has made my home; 


I have there a large houſe, and ſervants and conve- 


Fo 


niencies about me. I may be worſe than I am, and 


I have no where to retire. I therefore thought it 
| belt to return to Ireland, rather than go to any diſ- 
tant place in England. Here is my maintainance, 
| | and here my convenience. If it pleaſes God to re- 
: ſtore me to my health, I ſhall readily make a third 
—__— if not, we mult part as all human crea- 
* tures have parted. You are the beſt and kindeſt 
| friend in the world, and I know no body alive or 
dead to whom I am ſo much obliged; and if ever 


| N 
0 you made me angry, it was for your too much care 


about me. I have often wiſh'd that God almighty 


would be ſo caſy to the weak neſs of mankind, as to 
let old friends be acquainted in another ſtate ; and if 
| 5 I were to write a Utopia for Heaven, that would be 
one of my ſchemes. This wildneſs you muſt allow 
= for, becauſe I am giddy and deaf. 

I find it more convenient to be ſick here, with- 
FR out the vexation of making my friends uneaſy; yet 


my giddineſs alone would not have done, if that un- 
| ſociable comfortleſs deafneſs had not quite tired me. 
| And I believe I ſhould have returned from the Inn, 

F 4 WO 
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if I had not feared it was only a ſhort intermiſſion, © 


and the year was late, and my licence expiring, 


Surely beſide all other faults, I ſhould be a very ill 
Judge, to doubt your friendſhip and kindneſs. But 
it has pleaſed God that you are not in a ſtate of 


health, to be mortjfied with the care and ſickneſs 


of a friend. Two ſick friends never did well to- 


gether; ſuch an office is fitter for ſervants and hum 
ble companions, to whom it is wholly indifferent 


whether we give them trouble or not. The caſe 
would be quite otherwiſe if you were with me; 
you could refuſe to ſee any body, and here 1s 1 
large houſe where we need not hear each other if 


we were both ſick. I have a race of orderly elderly 
people of both ſexes at command, who are of no 


conſequence, and have gifts proper for attending us; 


who can baw] when I am deaf, and tread ſoftly | ; 


when I am only giddy and would ſleep. 
I had another reaſon for my haſte hither, which 


was changing my agent, the old one having terribly 2 
involved my little affairs; to which however I am 


grown {9 indifferent, that I believe I ſhall loſe two ; 


or three hundred pounds rather than plague myſelf : 


with accompts : fo that I am very well qualified to 
be a Lord, and put into Peter Walter's hands. 


Pray God continue and increaſe Mr. Congreve's 
amendment, though he does not deſerve it like you, 
having been too laviſh of that health which Nature 
gave him. 

I hope my Whitehall- landlord is nearer to a place 
than when I left him; as the Preacher ſaid, “the 


cc day 
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| . day of judgment was nearer, than ever it had been 
before.“ 


3s Pray God ſend you health,“ def ſalutem, det opes, 
Eniman E . iſe bibi parabis. You ſee Horace 


wilhes for money as well as health; and I would 
hold a crown he kept a coach; and I ſhall never be 


a friend to the Court, till you do fo too. 


' | Yours, Se. 
4 © Eg From Dr. SwirT. 
7 October 30, 1727. 


HE firſt letter I writ after my landing was to 
Mr. Gay, but it would have been wiſer to 
direct it to Tonſon or Lintot, to whom I believe his 
lodgings are better known than to the runners of 
the Poſt-office. In that letter you will find what 
a quick change I made in ſeven days from London 


'Y to the Deanry, thro many nations and languages 


unknown to the civilized world. And I have often 
reflected in how few hours, with a ſwift horſe or 2 
| Nrong gale, a man may come among a people as 

unknown to him as the Antipodes. If I did not 
know you more by your converſation and kindneſs 
than by your letter, I might be baſe enough to ſuſ- 
pect, that in point of friend(hip, you acted like ſome 
eben, who writ much better upon virtue, 
as they practiced it. In anſwer, I can only ſwear 


Let Jove give health, give riches, you ſhall find 
An inward treaſure in an equal mind. 


that 
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that you have taught me to dream, which 1 ba 

not done in twelve years farther than by inexpreſſi. 
ble nonſenſe; but now I can every night diſtin Aly ; 
ſee Twitenham, and the Grotto, and Dawley, and 


many other et cetera's, and it is but three nights 


fince I beat Mrs. Pope. I muſt needs confeſs, that 
the pleaſure I take in thinking on you, is very much 
leſſened by the pain I am in about your health: 
You pay dearly for the great talents God has given 

you; and for the conſequences of them in the el- | 
teem and diſtinction you receive from mankind, un- 
leſs you can provide a tolerable ſtock of health; in 


which purſuit I cannot much commend your con- 


duct, but rather entreat you would mend it by fel 
lowing the advice of my Lord Bolingbroke, and 
your other phyſicians. When you talk'd of cups 
and impreſſions, it came into my head to imitate 
you in quoting ſcripture, not to your advantage; [| 
mean what was faid to David by one of his brothers: 
« I knew thy pride and the naughtineſs ef thy 


« heart; I remember when it grieved your ſoul to 


ſee me pay a penny more than my club at an inn, 
when you had maintained me three months at bed 
the Smithfield way, it would have coſt me a hund- 1 
red pounds, for I live worſe here upon more. 5 


you ever confider that I am for life almoſt twice 4? 
rich as you, and pay no rent, and drink French 


ther coach, chair, nor mother? As to the world | 
think you ought to ſay to it with St. Paul, F ur 


$54 
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and board ; for which if I had dealt with you in Fi 


an 


one 
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wine twice as cheap as you do Port, and have nei- 3 
d | Jon! 


1 Ire , 


bave fown unto you ſpiritual things, is it a great bin © | 
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ö ls we ſhall reap your carnal things? this is more 
proper ſtill if you conſider the French word ſpiritu- 
al, in which ſenſe the world ought to pay you bet- 
ter than they do. If you made me a preſent of a 
thouſand pounds, I would not allow myſelf to be 
in your debt; and if I made you a preſent of two, 
I would not allow myſelf to be out of it. But I 
have not half your pride: witneſs what Mr. Gay 
ſays in his letter, that I was cenſured for begging 
preſents, tho' I limited them to ten ſhillings. I 
ſee no reaſon, (at leaſt my friendſhip and vanity 
f ſce none) why you ſhould not give me a viſit, 
6” when you ſhall happen to be diſengaged: I will 
ſend a perſon to Cheſter to take a care of you, 
and you ſhall be uſed by the beſt folks we have 
here, as well as civility and good nature can con- 
tive; ; I believe local motion will be no ill phy- 
ſick, and I will have your coming inſcribed on 
5 my tomb, and recorded in never-dying verſe. 


I thank Mrs. Pope for her prayers, but I know 
the myſtery. A perſon of my acquaintance who 
ZZ uſed to correſpond with the laſt great Duke of Tuſ- 
cany, ſhewing one of the Duke's letters to a friend, 

and profeſſing great ſenſe of his Highneſs's friend- 
5 cp read this paſſage out of the letter, I would give 
E one of my fingers to procure your real * The 
7 perſon to whom this was read, an o knew the 
3 Duke well, ſaid, the meaning e good, was 
: 3 only that the other might turn a good catholick. 


| a aſk Mrs. Pope whether this — is applicable 


to 
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to her and me? I pray God bleſs her, for I am ſure 
ſhe is a good Chriſtian, and (which is almoſt: as rare) | 


a good woman. 
Adieu. 


Lord BoLINGBROKE to Dr. Swirr. 


OPE charges himſelf with this letter : he has 


been here two days, he is now hurrying to 
London, he will hurry back to Twickenham in two 


days more, and before the end of the week he will 


be, for ought I know, at Dublin. In the mean 


time his * Dulneſs grows and flouriſhes as if he was 
there already. It will indeed be a noble work: the 


many will ſtare at it, the few will ſmile, and all his 
patrons, from Bickerſtaff to Gulliver, will rejoice, 
to ſee themſelves adorn'd in that immortal piece. 

I hear that you have had ſome return of your ill- 
neſs which carried you ſo ſuddenly from us, if in- 
deed it was your own illneſs which made you in 


ſuch haſte to be at Dublin. Dear Swift take care of 
your health, T'll give you a receipt for it, a /a Men- 

tagne, or which is better, à la Bruyere. Nouriſſer is 
bien votre corps; ne be fatiguer jamais: laiſſer rouller RX 
Feſprit, meuble inutil, vorre outil dangereux: Laiſſer ſon- = 
ner vos cloches le matin pour eveilter les chanomes, et 
pour faire dormir le Doyen d'un ſommeil doux et pro- F 5 
fond, qui lu) procure de beaux ſonges: Lever vous 


tard, et aller al Egliſe, pour vous faire payer d avoir | 


bien dormi et bien dejeund. As to myſelf (a 7 I n 


* The Dunc:ad. 


F 
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about whom I concern myſelf very little) I muſt 
ſay a word or two out of complaiſance to you. I 
am in my farm, and here I ſhoot ſtrong and tenacious 
Toots : I have caught hold of the earth, (to uſe a 
gardener's phraſe) and neither my enemies nor my 
friends will find it an eaſy matter to tranſplant me 
again. Adieu, let me hear from you, at leaſt of 
you: I love you for a thouſand things, for none 
more than for the juſt eſteem and love which you 


have for all the ſons of Adam. 


os 


. 

4 P. S. According to Lord Bolingbroke's account 
I ſhall be at Dublin in three days. I cannot help 
adding a word, to deſire you to expect my ſoul there 
with you by that time; but as for the jade of abody 
khat is tack d to it, I fear there will be no dragging 
it after. I aſſure you I have few friends here to de- 
tain me, and no powerful one at Court abſolutely 
to forbid my journey. I am told the * Gynocracy 
are of opinion, that they want no better writers 


chan Cibber, and the + Britiſh Journaliſt; ſo that 
pee may live at quiet, and apply ourſelves to our more 
Abſtruſe ſtudies. The only Courtiers I know, or 
" have the honour to call my friends; are John Gay 
: "nd Mr. Bowry ; the former is at preſent fo em- 
1 


= * The petticoat government. | 

I William Arnall, bred an attorney. It appears from the report 

pf the ſecret committee in the year 1742, for enquiring into the con- 

„ Auct of Sir Robert Walpole, that Arnall received for Free Britons, and 
pther writings, in the ſpace of four years, no leſsSthan ten thouſand 


Pine hundred and ninety-ſeven pounds, ſix ſhillings and eight-pence, 
ut of the Treaſury, 


ployed 
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ployed 1 in the elevated airs of his Opera, and the lat. © i} 4. 
ter in the exaltation of his high dignity (that of ber 
Majeſty's waterman) that I can ſcarce obtain a cate. © Z 
gorieal anſwer from either, to any thing I ſay to 
'em. But the opera ſucceeds extremely, to yours | 
and my extreme ſatisfaction, of which he promiſes 
this poſt to give you a full account. I have been in 

a worſe condition of health than ever, and think 
my immortality is very near out of my enjoyment: | 
ſo it muſt be in you, and in poſterity, to make me 
what amends you can for dying young. Adieu. 
While I am, I am yours. Pray love me, and take 
care of yourſelf. 


7 


Mr. Popz to Dr. SwirT. 


March 23, 1727-8. 


Send you a very odd thing, a paper printed in 
Boſton in New-England, wherein you'll find a 
real perſon, a member of their parliament, of the . 
name of Jonathan Gulliver. If the fame of that li 
traveller has travel'd thither, it has travel d very quick, 4 = 
to have folks chriſtened already by the name of te 

ſuppoſed author. But if you object, that no child £ | 2g 

ſo lately chriſten'd could be arrived at years of ma- 2B 
turity to be elected into parliament, I reply (to ſolve 3 =. 
the riddle) that the perſon is an Anabaptiſt, and no: 
chriſtened till full age, which ſets all right. How 1 i. 


| 


3 0 
ever it be, the accident is very ſingular, that hel I 

th 
two names ſhould be united. | 8 
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XZ Mr. Gay's Opera has ated near forty days run- 
ping, and will certainly continue the whole ſeaſon. 
ZZS0 he has more than a fence about his thouſand 
pound: he'll ſoon be thinking of a fence about 
bis two thouſand. Shall no one of us live as we 
would wiſh each other to live? Shall he have no 
Pannuity, you no ſettlement on this ſide, and I no 
pyroſpect of getting to you on the other? This world 

2 is made for Cæſar as Cato ſaid; for ambitious, falſe, 
or flattering people to domineer in: nay they would 
not, by their good will, leave us our very books, 

thoughts, or words, in quiet. I deſpiſe the world 
yet, I aflure you, more than either Gay or you, and 

the Court more than all the reſt of the world. As 

for thoſe ſcriblers for whom you apprehend I would 

ſuppreſs my Dulneſs, (which by the way, for the 

future you are to call by a more pompous name, 

the Dunciad) how much that neſt of hornets are 

1 my regard, will eaſily appear to you when you read 
the treatiſe of the Bathos. 

At all adventures, yours and my name ſhall ſtand 
þ 4 linked as friends to poſterity, both in verſe and proſe, 
and (as Tully calls it) in conſuetudine ftudiorum. 
Would to God our perſons could but as well, and 
as ſurely, be inſeparable! I find my other ties drop- 
ping from me; ſome worn off, ſome torn off, others 
relaxing daily: my greateſt, both by duty, gratitude, 
N 4 Y and humanity, time is ſhaking every moment, and 
it now hangs but by a thread! I am many years the 
; ; older, for living ſo much with one ſo old; much 
the more helpleſs, for having been ſo long help'd 
and tended by her; much the more conſiderate 
3 I and 
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and tender, for a daily commerce with one who re- k 
quir'd me juſtly to be both to her; and conſe. 


quently the more melancholy and thoughtful ; 3 and 
the leſs fit for others, who want only in a compa- 
nion or a friend, to be amuſed or entertained. My 
conſtitution too has had its ſhare of decay, as well 
as my ſpirits, and I am as much in the decline at 
forty as you at ſixty. I believe we ſhould be fit to 
live together, cou'd I get a little more health, which 


might make me not quite inſupportable : Your deaf 


neſs would agree with my dullneſs ; you wou'd not 


want me to ſpeak when you could not hear. But 
God. forbid you ſhou'd be as deſtitute of the ſocial 
comforts of life, as. I muſt when J loſe my mother; 
or that ever you ſhou'd loſe your more uſeful ac- 
quaintance ſo utterly, as to turn your thoughts to ſuch 


a broken reed as I am, who could fo ill ſupply 
your wants. I am extremely troubled at the re- 


turns of your deafneſs; you cannot be too particu- | 


lar in the accounts of your health to me; every | 


thing you do or ſay in this kind obliges me, nay | 


delights me, to ſee the juſtice you do me in think- | ' 


ing me concern'd in all your concerns; ſo that tho 
the pleaſanteſt thing you can tell me be that you are 
better or eaſier ; next to that it pleaſes me that you 
make me the perſon. you would complain to. 

As the obtaining the love of valuable men is the 
happieſt end I know of this life, ſo the next felicity 


is to get rid of fools and ſcoundrels; which I cant 
but own to you was one part of my deſign in falling 
upon theſe Authors, whoſe incapacity is not greater 
than their inſincerity, and of whom 1 have always 


found (if I may quote myſelf) 
Tat 6d 


A Sa os ae F 


= - That each bad author is as bad a friend. 


, his Poem will rid me of thoſe inſects, 


* Cedite Romani Scriptores, cedite Graii, 
Neſcio quid majus naſcitur Iliade. 


———— 


1 mean than my Thad; and I call it Neſcio, quid, 
Which is a degree of modeſty ; but however if it fi- 


Hence theſe fellows, it muſt be ſomething greater | 


than any Iliad in Chriſtendom. Adieu. 


* Ye Greek and Roman Authors yield the prize, 
See ſomething greater than an Lliad riſe, 


From Dr. Swir r. 


Dublin, May 10, 1728. 


Have with great pleaſure ſhewn the New-Eng- 
land news-paper with the two names Jonathan 
Gulliver; and I remember Mr. Forteſcue * ſent 
You an account from the aflizes, of one Lemuel 
Pulliver who had a cauſe there, and loſt it on his 


l reputation of being a liar. Theſe are not the 


Qnly obſervations I have made upon odd ſtrange ac- 
Qdents in trifles, which in things of great impor- 


Ence would have been matter for hiſtorians. Mr. 
<0 * Opera has been acted here twenty times, and 


A gentleman of the law, author of Srradling wer/us M. 
v OL. XIV. G my 
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my Lord Lieutenant tells me it is very well per. F 
form'd ; he has ſeen it often, and approves it much. 1 5 8 
You give a moſt melancholy account of yourſelf, 9 . 
and which I do not approve. I reckon that a man 
ſubject like us to bodily infirmities, ſhould only oc. 
caſionally converſe with great people, notwithſtand. 
ing all their good qualities, eaſineſſes, and kindneſles, 
There is another race which I prefer before them, 
as beef and mutton for conſtant diet before part. 
ridges : I mean a middle kind both for underſtand. 
ing and fortune, who are perfectly eaſy, never im- 
pertinent, complying in every thing, ready to do a 
hundred little offices that you and I may often want, 
who dine and fit with me five times for once that! 
go to them, and whom I can tell without offence, I 
that I am otherwiſe engaged at preſent. This you | 
cannot expect from any of thoſe, that either you, c 
I, or both are acquainted with on your fide; who? 5 
are only fit for our healthy ſeaſons, and have much 
buſineſs of their own. God forbid I ſhould con- 
demn you to Ireland {Quanguan O / and for Eng- 
land I deſpair ; and indeed a change of affairs would : 
come too late at my ſeaſon of life, and might pro- 
bably produce nothing on my behalf. You hare 5 
kept Mrs. Pope longer, and have had her care be- 
yond what from nature you could expect; not but 
her loſs will be very ſenſible whenever it ſhall hap-Þ Y 1 
pen. I fay one thing, that both ſummers and win- 
ters are milder here than with you; all things for Þ 3 2 
life in general better for a midling fortune: you wil 
have an abſolute command of your company, wih 
whatever obſequiouſneſs or freedom you may expect BY 


* 2 [ 
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4 or allow. I have an elderly houſekeeper, who has 


++ 


been my Walpole above thirty years, whenever I 
© liv'd in this kingdom. I have the command of one 
or two villas near this town: you have a warm a- 


partment in this houſe, and two gardens for amuſe- 


£ ment. I have ſaid enough, yet not half. Except 
abſence from friends, I confeſs freely that I have no 
diſcontent at living here, beſide what ariſes from a 


ſilly ſpirit of liberty, which as it neither ſowers my 


— > p 
2 
25 


it off. 


ep, 


* 8 


drink, nor hurts my meat, nor ſpoils my ſtomach, 


farther than in imagination, ſo I reſolve to throw 


"# 


You talk of this Dunciad, but I am impatient to 


have it * volare per ora there is now a vacancy for 


fame; the Beggar's Opera has done its talk +, d/- 


Ecedat uti conuiva ſat ur. 


6 
. 


Adieu. 


From Dr. SwirT. 


Jan I, 1728. 


6 Look upon my Lord Bolingbroke and us two, 


1 as a peculiar triumvirate, who have nothing to 
expect, or to fear; and ſo far fitteſt to converſe with 
one another: only he and I are a little ſubject to 
ſchemes, and one of us (I won't ſay which) upon 
very weak appearances, and this you have nothing 
to do with. I do profeſs without affectation, that 


* Fly abroad, + Let it depart like a ſatiated gueſt. 


G 2 your 
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your kind opinion of me as a patriot (ſince you 
call it fo) is what I do not deſerve; becauſe what | 
do is owing to perfect rage and reſentment, and th: 
mortifying ſight of ſlavery, folly, and baſeneſs about : 


me, among which I'm forc'd to live. And I wil 
take my oath that you have more virtue in an hour, 


than I in ſeven years; for you deſpiſe the follics, 
and hate the vices of mankind, without the lea 
ill effect on your temper; and with regard to patti- | 


cular men, you are inclin'd always rather to think 
the better, whereas with me it is always directly 


contrary. I hope however, this is not in you from 
a ſuperior principle of virtue, but from your fitu- 
ation, which has made all parties and intereſts indif. 
ferent to you; who can be under no concern about 
High and low church, whig and tory, or who i; 


firſt Miniſter—Your long letter was the laſt I receiy'd 


till this by Dr. Delany, although you mention an- 
other ſince, The Dr. told me your ſecret about 


the Dunciad, which does not pleaſe me, becauſe it 


defers gratifying my vanity in the moſt tender point, 
and perhaps may wholly diſappoint it. As to one 
of your enquiries, I am eaſy enough in great mat- 
ters, but have a thouſand paltry vexations in my lit- | 
tle ſtation, and the more contemptible, the more 
vexatious. There might be a Lutrin writ upon the 
tricks uſed by my Chapter to teaſe me. I do not 
converſe with one creature of ſtation or title, but! 
have a ſet of eaſy people whom I entertain when | 
have a mind; I have formerly deſcrib'd them to FR 
you, but when you come you ſhall have the ho- 
nours of the country as much as you pleale, 17 1 
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5 of 


FROM DR. SWIFT, &. 85 


* on that account, make a better figure as long 
* J live. Pray God preſerve Mrs. Pope for your 
ſake and eaſe; I love and eſteem her too much to 
&wiſh it for her own: if I were five and twenty, I 
would wiſh to be of her age, to be as ſecure as ſhe 
s of a better life. Mrs. P. B. has writ to me, 
2 nd is one of the beſt letter-writers I know; very 
9 ood ſenſe, civility and friendſhip, without any 
ſtiffneſs or conſtraint. The Dunciad has taken 
wind here, but if it had not, you are as much 
known here as in England, and the Univerſity- 
ads will crowd to kiſs the hem of your garment. 

Jam griev'd to hear that my Lord Bolingbroke's ill 
health forc'd him to the Bath. Tell me, is not 
_ temperance a neceſſary virtue for great men, ſince 
oo Et is the parent of eaſe and liberty? ſo neceſſary for 
the uſe and improvement of the mind, and which 
philoſophy allows to be the greateſt felicities of life? 
4, believe, had health been given ſo liberally to you, 
it would have been better huſbanded, without ſhame 
= 10 your parts. 


1 
. From Mr. Poet to Dr. SwirT. 
6 4 Dawley, June 28, 1728. 
I Now hold the pen for my Lord Bolingbroke, 
| 2X > who is reading your letter between two hay- 
', * . . . . 
x7 cocks, but his attention is ſometimes diverted by 
) £37 caſting his eyes on the ciouds, not in admiration 
of what you ſay, but for fear of a ſhower. He is 
| "3 picas'd with your placing him in the triumvirate 


1 3 G 3 between 
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between yourſelf and me: tho' he ſays that he 
doubts he ſhall fare like Lepidus, while one of us 
runs away with all the power like Auguſtus, and 
another with all the pleaſures like Anthony, It i; 
upon a foreſight of this, that he has fitted up his 


at leaſt is not founded upon weak appearances. 


Upon his return from the Bath, all peccant hu- | 
mours, he finds, are purg'd out of him; and his 
great temperance and conomy are ſo ſignal, that te 
firſt, is fit for my conſtitution, and the latter, would FR 
enable you to lay up ſo much money, as to buy 2 
biſhoprick in England, As to the return of his | 
health and vigour, were you here, you might en- 
quire of his haymakers ; but as to his temperance, | 
1 can anſwer that (for one whole day) we have had FR 
nothing for dinner but mutton-broth, beans and! 


bacon, and a barn-door fowl. 


Now his Lordſhip is run after his cart, I have a 


moment left to myſelf to tell you, that I over-heard 


him yeſterday agree with a painter for 200]. to | 


paint his country-hall with trophies of rakes, ſpades, 
prongs, &c. and other ornaments merely to coun- 
tenance his calling this place a farm—now turn 
over a new leaf.— 

He bids me afſure you, he ſhould be ſorry not 
to have more ſchemes of kindneſs for his friends, 
than of ambition for himſelf: there, tho* his 
{ſchemes may be weak, the motives at leaſt are 
ſtrong; and he ſays farther, if you could bear as 
great a fall, and decreaſe of your revenues, as he 


knows 


- a. At act Me $44 


« 
- 
Fo 
ä 
4 © 
D 
f 


farm, and you will agree, that this ſcheme of retreat 
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knows by experience he can, you wou'd not live in 
Ireland an hour. 

The Dunciad is going to be printed in all pomp, 
with the inſcription, which makes me proudeſt. It 
E will be attended with Proeme, Prologomena, Teflimo- 
nia Scriptorum, Index Authorum, and Notes Varin- 
rum. As to the latter, I defire you to read over the 
text, and make a few in any way you like beſt, 
whether dry raillery, upon the ſtile and way of 
commenting of trivial critics; or humorous, upon 
the authors in the poem; or hiſtorical, of perſons, 
; places, times; or explanatory, or collecting the pa- 
rallel paſſages of the ancients. Adieu. I am pretty 
well, my mother not ill. Dr. Arbuthnot vex'd 
with his fever by intervals; I am afraid he declines, 
and we ſhall loſe a worthy man: JI am troubled 
about him very much. | 

I am, &c. 


From Dr. Swip r. 


July 16, 1728. 


Have often run over the Dunciad in an Iriſh edi- 

tion (I ſuppoſe full of faults) which a Gentle- 
man ſent me. The notes I could with to be very 
large, in what relates to the perſons concern'd ; for 
[ have long obſerv'd that twenty miles from London 
no-body underſtands hints, initial letters, or town- 
facts and paſſages; and in a few years not even thoſ: 
who live in London. I would have the names of 
thoſe ſcriblers printed indexically at the beginning 
or end of the poem, with an account of their works, 
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for the reader to refer to. I would have all the Pa. F* 


rodies (as they are call'd) referred to the author they 


imitate—When I began this long paper, I thought | 
I ſhould have fill'd it with ſetting down the ſeveral | 
paſtages I had mark d in the edition I had, but I find | 
it unneceſſary, ſo many of them falling under the fame Þ* 


rule. After twenty times reading the whole, I never 


in my opinion ſaw ſo much good fatire, or more 
good ſenſe, in ſo many lines. How it paſſes in | 
Dublin I know not yet; but I am ſure it will be a | 
great diſadvantage to the poem, that the perſons and FR 
facts will not be underſtood, till an explanation 
comes out, and a very full one. I imagine it is not 
to be publiſhed till towards winter, when folks be.. 
gin to gather in town. Again I inſiſt, you muſt! 
have your Aſtericks fill'd up with ſome real names = 


of real Dunces. 


Jam now reading your preceding letter, of June 
28, and find that all I have advis'd above is mentioned 
there, I would be glad to know whether the quarto 7 
edition is to come out anonymouſly, as publiſhed by 
the commentator, with all his pomp of prefaces, Þ* 


&c. and among many complaints of ſpurious edi- 
tions? I am thinking whether the Editor ſhould not 
follow the old ſtyle of, this excellent author, &c. 
and refine in many places when you meant no re- 


finement? and into the bargain take all the load of 


naming the dunces, their qualities, hiſtories, and 
performances ? 


As to your ſelf, I doubt you want a ſpurrer-on 
to exerciſe and to amuſements; but to talk of decay 
| at 
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at your ſeaſon of life 1s a jeſt. But you are not fo 


f regular as I. You are the moſt temperate man God- 
ward, and the moſt intemperate your ſelf-ward, of 
Z moſt I have known. I ſuppoſe Mr. Gay will re- 
turn from the Bath with twenty pounds more fleſh, 
and two hundred leſs in money: Providence never 

deſign'd him to be above two and twenty, by his 
1 thoughtlefaeſs and cullibility. He hath as little 
foreſight of age, ſickneſs, poverty, or loſs of ad- 
mirers, as a girl at fifteen. By the way, I muſt ob- 
ſerve, that my Lord Bolingbroke (from the effects 
of his kindneſs to me) argues moſt ſophiſtically: 
the fall from a million to a hundred-thouſand 
pounds, is not ſo great, as from eight hundred 
pounds a year to one: beſides, he is a controller of 
fortune, and poverty dares not look a great miniſter 
Jin the face, under his loweſt declenſion. I never 
knew him live fo greatly and expenſively as he has 
F Poe ſince his return from exile; ſuch mortals have 
reſources that others are not able to comprehend. 
But God bleſs you, whoſe great genius has not fo 
# tranſported you as ta leave you to the courteſy of 
© mankind; for wealth is a liberty, and liverty is a 
[5 bleſſing fitteſt for a Philoſopher—and Gay is a ſlave 
© juſt by two thouſand pounds too little.—And Ho- 


race was of my mind, and let my Lord contradict 
im if he dares.— 


Mr. 
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Mr. Port to Dr. SwirT. 1 


Bath, Nov. 12, 1728. ? : I 


Have paſt fix weeks in queſt of health, an4 4 

found it not; but I found the folly of follicitud: 
about it in a hundred inſtances ; the contrariety of 
opinions and practices, the inability of phyſicians, the of 
blind obedience of ſome patients, and as blind re.. 
bellion of others. I believe at a certain time of life, 
men are either fools, or phyſicians for themſelves; 
and zealots, or divines for themſelves. 

It was much in my hopes that you intended us 
a winters viſit, but laſt week I repented that wiſh, * 
having been alarm d with a report of your lying il | 
on the road from Ireland; from which I am jut 
reliev'd by an aſſurance that you are till at Sir“ 
A s planting and building; two things that! 
envy you for, beſide a third, which is the ſociety c 
a valuable Lady. I conclude (tho I know nothin; 
of it) that you quarrel with her, and abuſe her ever | 
day, if ſhe is ſo. I wonder I hear of no lampoons 1 
upon her, either made by yourſelf, or by others be- 
cauſe you eſteem her. I think it a vaſt pleaſur 
that whenever two people of merit regard one ano- | 
ther, ſo many ſcoundrels envy and are angry at 
them; tis bearing teſtimony to a merit they cannot] 
reach; and if you knew the infinite content I hae 
receiv'd of late, at the finding yours and my name 


Sir Arthur Acheſon's, 


conſtantyj 
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5 conſtantly united in any ſilly ſcandal, I think you 
© would go near to ſing J Triumphe! and celebrate 
my happineſs in verſe; and I believe if you won't, 
II ſhall. The inſcription to the Dunciad is now 
printed and inſerted in the poem. Do you care I 
EX ſhou'd fay any thing farther how much that poem 
is yours? ſince certainly without you, it had never 
been. Would to God we were together for the reſt 
Jof our lives! the whole weight of ſcriblers would 

© uſt ſerve to find us amuſement, and not more. I 
hope you are too well employed to mind them : 
every {tick you plant, and every ſtone you lay, is to 
ſome purpoſe; but the buſineſs of ſuch lives as theirs, 
ss but to die daily, to labour, and raiſe nothing. I 
only wiſh we could comfort each other under our 
Sbodily infirmities, and let thoſe who have fo great a 
mind to have more wit than we, win it and wear 
Dt. Give us but eaſe, health, peace, and fair wea- 
Ether! I think it is the beſt wiſh in the world, and 
Hou know whoſe it was. If I liv'd inIreland, I 
fear the wet climate would endanger more than my 
ie; my humour, and health, I am fo atmoſpherical 


p Warr e * 


creature. 

l mutt not omit acquainting you, that what you 
heard of the words ſpoken of you in the drawing- 
0- 


room was not true. The ſayings of Princes are ge- 
nerally as ill related as the ſayings of wits. To ſuch 
reports little of our regard ſhou'd be given, and leſs 
ef our conduct influenc'd by them. 


wi From 
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From Dr. SWIFT. 


Dublin, Feb. 13, 1728, 


1 man of ſe 
and my Lady a better; ſhe is perfectly well bred, 


and deſirous to improve her underſtanding, which is 
very good, but cultivated too much like a fine Lady. 
She was my pupil there, and ſeverely chid when the Þ 
read wrong; with that, and walking, and making | 
twenty little amuſing improvements, and writing 
family verſes of mirth by way of libels on my Lady, Þ 
my time paſt very well and in very great order; in- 
| finitely better than here, where I ſee no creature but 
my ſervants and my old Preſbyterian houſe-keeper, Þ 
denying myſelf to every body, till I ſhall recover 


my ears. 


The account of another Lord Lieutenant was only Þ 
in a common news- paper, when I was in the country; Þ 
and if it ſhould have happen'd to be true, I would Þ 
have deſired to have had acceſs to him as the ſituation Þ 
I am in requires. But this renews the grief for the Þ 
death of our friend Mr. Congreve, whom I loved 
from my youth, and who ſurely, beſide his other 
talents, was a very agreeable companion. He had! 
the misfortune to ſquander away a very good con- 
ſtitution in his younger days; and I think a man of 7 


Liv'd very OP in the country : Sir Arthur is 2 | 
nſe, and a ſcholar, has a good voice, | 


ſenſe and merit like him, is bound in conſcience to 
preſerve his health for the ſake of his friends, 3 


well as of himſelf. Upon his own account I could 
not 
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not much deſire the continuance of his life, under 
ſo much pain, and ſo many infirmities. Years have 
not yet hardened me; and I have an addition of 
weight on my ſpirits ſince we loſt him; tho' I ſaw 
him ſo ſeldom, and poſſibly if he had liv'd on, ſhould 


never have ſeen him more. I do not only wiſh as 
you aſk me, that I was unacquainted with any de- 


ſerving perſon, but almoſt, that I never had a friend. 
Here is an ingenious good-humour'd phyſician, a 


| fine gentleman, an excellent ſcholar, eaſy in his for- 


tunes, kind to every body, has abundance of friends, 
entertains them often and liberally ; they paſs the 
eerening with him at cards, with plenty of good 

meat and wine, eight or a dozen together; he loves 


them all, and they him; he has twenty of theſe at 
command; if one of them dies, it is no more than 
poor Tom! he gets another, or takes up with the 


Freſt, and is no more mov'd than at the loſs of his 


cat; he offends no body, is eaſy with every body 


is not this the truely happy man? I was deſcribing 


| 4 him to my Lady A——, who knows him too, but 
© the hates him mortally by my character, and will 


not drink his health: I would give half my fortune 


ñjfor the ſame temper, and yet I cannot fay I love it, 


| for I do not love my Lord who 1s much of the 
Doctor's nature. I hear Mr. Gay's ſecond opera 


4 which you mention, is forbid ; and then he will be 
once more fit to be adviſed, and reject your advice. 


Dr, 
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Dr. Swirr to Lord BolincproOKe, 


Dublin, March 21, 1729, 


of collecting, writing, &c. 


with Mr. Pope were as great an urger as I, who long 


for nothing more than to ſee truth under your hand, | 
laying all detraction in the duſt—I find myſelf diſ. 
poſed every year, or rather every month, to be more 
angry and revengeful; and my rage is fo ignoble, 
that it deſcends even to reſent the folly and baſene 
of the enſlav'd people among whom I live. I knew 
an old Lord in Leiceſterſhire who amuſed himſcif 
with mending pitchforks and ſpades for his tenants “ 
Yet I have higher ideas left, if I were? 
nearer to objects on which I might employ them; 
and contemning my private fortune, would glad) 
croſs the channel and ſtand by, while my better ? 
were driving the boars out of the garden, if there 
be any probable expectation of ſuch an endeavour. | 


gratis. 


When I was of your age I often thought of death, 


but now after a dozen years more, it is never out 
I conclude that = 


of my mind, and terrifies me lels. 


providence has order'd our fears to decreaſe with out 
ſpirits; and yet I love la bagatelle better than ever: 
for finding it troubleſome to read at night, and the Þ 2 
company here growing taſteleſs, I am always writing 
bad proſe, or worſe verſes, either of rage or raillery, 

wher:o: 


1 
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OU tell me you have not quitted the deſign 
This is the an- 
ſwer of every ſinner who defers his repentance, 1 
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© whereof ſome few eſcape to give offence, or mirth, 


and the reſt are burnt. 
They print ſome Iriſh traſh in London, and charge 


it on me, which you will clear * of to my friends, 


for all are ſpurious except one * paper, for which 
Mr. Pope very lately chid me. I remember your 
Lordſhip us'd to ſay, that a few good ſpeakers 
would in time carry any point that was right; and 
© that the common method of a majority, by calling, 
to the queſtion, would never hold long when rea- 
ſon was on the other ſide. Whether politicks do 
not change, like gaming, by the invention of new 
tricks, I am ignorant: but I believe in your time 
you would never, as a Miniſter, have ſuffered an 
act to paſs through the H. of C——s, only becauſe 
you were ſure of a majority in the H. of L—s to 
throw it out; becauſe it would be unpopular, and 
conſequently a loſs of reputation. Yet this we are 
told has been the caſe in the qualification bill re- 
lating to penſioners. It ſhould ſeem to me, that 


corruption, like avarice, has no bounds. I had 


eee to know the proceedings of your mi- 
niſtry better than any other man of my rank; and 


having not much to do, I have often compar'd it 
with theſe laſt fixteen years of a profound peace all 
over Europe, and we running ſeven millions in 
Y abs. I am forc'd to play at ſmall game, to ſet the 
beaſts here a madding, merely for want of better 


eme ＋ Tentanda via eft qua me quoque poſſim, Sc. — 


* Entituled, a libel on Dr. Delaney, and a certain great Lord. 


+ New ways I muſt attempt, my groveling name 
To raiſe aloft, and wing my fli ght to fame; 


The 
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The D— take thoſe politicks, where a dunce might 
govern for a dozen years together. I will come in 
perſon to England, if I am provok'd, and ſend for 
the dictator from the plough. I diſdain to fay, + 
O mihi preteritos—but cruda deo viridiſque Senecluc, 
Pray my Lord how are the gardens ? have you taken 
down the mount, and remov'd the yew hedges? 
have you not bad weather for the ſpring-corn ? has 
Mr. Pope gone farther in his Ethic Poems ? and i; 
the head-land ſown with wheat? and what ſays Po- 
Iybius? and how does my Lord St. John? which 
laſt queſtion is very material to me, becauſe I love 
burgundy, and riding between Twickenham and 
Dawley. I built a wall five years ago, and when 
the maſons play'd the knaves, nothing delighted 
me ſo much as to ſtand by while my ſervants threw 
down what was amiſs. I have likewiſe ſeen'a monkey 
overthrow all the diſhes and plates in a kitchen, 
merely for the pleaſure of ſeeing them tumble, and 
hearing the clatter they made in their fall. I wiſh 
you would invite me to ſuch another entertainment; 
but you think as I ought to think, that it is time 
for me to have done with the world; and ſo I would, 
1: I could get into a better, before I was called into 
the beſt, and not die here in a rage, like a poiſon'd 
rat in a hole. I wonder you are not aſhamed to 
let me pine away in this kingdom while you are out 
of power. 


O could I turn to that fair prime apain ! 
—— yet in his years are ſeen 
1 * A manly vigour, and autumnal green. 


T come 


: 
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I come from looking over the“ Melange above- 
written, and declare it to be a true copy of my pre- 
ſent diſpoſition, which muſt needs pleaſe you, ſince 
nothing was ever more diſpleaſing to myſelf. I de- 
fire you to preſent my moſt humble reſpects to my 


Lady. 


Dr. SwirT to Lord BoLINGBROKE. 


Dublin, April 5, 1729. 


1 JÞ* not think it could be poſſible for me to hear 


better news than that of your getting over your 


3 ſcurvy ſuit, which always hung as a dead weight on 
my heart; I hated it in all its circumſtances, as it 
affected your fortune and quiet, and in a ſituation of 
life that muſt make it every way vexatious. And as 
I am infinitely obliged to you for the juſtice you do 
me in ſuppoſing your affairs do at leaſt concern me 
as much as my own; ſo I would never have par- 
doned your omitting it. But before I go on, I can- 
not forbear mentioning what I read laſt ſummer in 
2 a news-paper, that you were writing the hiſtory of 
your own times. I ſuppoſe ſuch a report might 
| 4 ariſe from what was not {ſecret among your friends, 
; of your intention to write another kind of hiſtory ; 
which you often promis'd Mr. Pope and me to do: 
I know he defires it very much, and I am ſure I de- 
| | fire nothing more, for the honour and love I bear 
BY ta and the perfect knowledge I have of your pub- 


© Medley. 
Vor. XIV, H lich 
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lick virtue. My Lord, I have no other notion of 9 


Sconomy than that it is the parent of liberty ang An 
eaſe, and I am not the only friend you have who g bo! 
has chid you in his heart for the neglect of it, tho the 
not with his mouth, as I have done. For there h au. 


a filly error in the world, even among friends other- Þ 
wiſe very good, not to intermeddle with mens affairs = 
in ſuch nice matters. And my Lord, I have made 
a maxim, that ſhould be writ in letters of diamonds, 
that a wiſe man ought to have money in his head, 
but not in his heart. Pray my Lord enquire whe- 7 
ther your Prototype, my Lord Digby, after the reſto- 
ration when he was at Briſtol, did not take ſome © 
care of his fortune, notwithſtanding that quotation Þ= 
I once ſent you out of his ſpeech to the H. of Com- 
mons? In my conſcience, I believe Fortune, like Þ 
other drabs, values a man gradually leſs for every 
year he lives. I have demonſtration for it; becauſe ; 
if I play at piquet for ſix-pence with a man or wo- 
man two years younger than myſelf, I always loſe; 
and there is a young girl of twenty who never fail: 
of winning my money at back-gammon, tho' ſhe is MR; 
a bungler, and the game be eccleſiaſtic. As to the 
publick, I confeſs nothing could cure my itch of 
medling with it but theſe frequent returns of deat- 
neſs, which have hindred me from paſſing laſt winter 
in London; yet I cannot but conſider the perfidiou- 
neſs of ſome people, who, I thought, when I was lat 
there, upon a change that happened, were the mol 
impudent in forgetting their profeſſions that I hat It 18 
ever known. Pray will you pleaſe to take your pen, Jt 
and * P 
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and blot me out that political maxim from whatever 
E Look it is in, that * Res nolunt diu male adminiſtrari; 
the commonneſs makes me not know who is the 
author, but ſure he muſt be ſome modern. 
l am ſorry for Lady Bolingbroke's ill health; but 
I proteſt I never knew a very deſerving perſon of that 
ſex, who had not too much reaſon to complain of 
Fill health. I never wake without finding life a more 
inſignificant thing than it was the day before : which 
is one great advantage I get by living in this country, 
here there is nothing I ſhall be ſorry to loſe. But 
ny greateſt miſery is recollecting the ſcene of twenty 
ears paſt, and then all on a ſudden dropping into 
: he preſent. I remember, when I was a little boy, 
felt a great fiſh at the end of my line which I drew 
Wp almoſt on the ground, but it dropt in, and the 
| WDitappointment vexes me to this very day, and I be- 
ieee it was the type of all my future diſappoint- 
"ents. I ſhould be aſham'd to ſay this to you, if 
gbou had not a ſpirit fitter to bear your own misfor- 
| Funes, than I have to think of them. Is there pa- 
Ricnce left to reflect, by what qualities wealth and 
Freatneſs are got, and by what qualities they are 
eſt? I have read my friend Congreve's verſes to 
Tord Cobham, which end with a vile and ſalſe 
moral, and I remember is not in Horace to Tibullus, 
rhich he imitates; * that all times are equally vir- 
tuous and vicious” wherein he differs from all 
| 1 oets, Philoſophers, and Chriſtians that ever wrir. 
E It is more probable that there may be an equal quan- 


3 Z * o . . aſh 
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tity of virtues always in the world, but ſometime 


there may be a peck of it in Aſia, and hardly x | 
thimble full in Europe. But if there be no virtue, 


there is abundance of fincerity ; for I will venture 


all I am worth, that there is not one human creature | 
in power, who will not be modeſt enough to con- 
feſs that he proceeds wholly upon a principle of cor- 
ruption: I ſay this becauſe I have a ſcheme, in ſpite Þ 
of your notions, to govern England upon the prin- Þ 


ciples of virtue, and when the nation is ripe for it, 


I defire you will fend for me. I have learn'd this | | 
by living like a hermit, by which I am got backwards Þ 7 
about nineteen hundred years in the æra of the Þ 
world, and begin to wonder at the wickedneſs of 
men. I dine alone upon half a diſh of meat, mix | 
water with my wine, walk ten miles a day, and read 


Baronius. Hic explicit Epiſtola ad Dom. Boling- | |: 


broke, & incipit ad amicum Pope. 


Having finiſhed my letter to Ariſtippus, I now 


begin to you. I was in great pain about Mrs. Pope, 


having heard from others that ſhe was in a vey Þ 7 
dangerous way, which made me think it unſeaſon- 7 
able to trouble you. I am aſhamed to tell you, that 
when I was very young I had more deſire to be 
famous than ever ſince; and fame, like all things Þ* 
elſe in this life, grows with me every day more 2 
trifle. But you who are ſo much younger, although 7? 
you want that health you deſerve, yet your ſpirits ace 
as vigorous as if your body were ſounder. I hate 


* Here ends the epiſtle to Lord Bolingbroke, and begins to ny + 


friend Pope. 


a crowd 4 
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: a crowd where I have not an eaſy place to ſee and 


be ſeen. A great library always makes me melan- 
choly, where the beſt author is as much ſqueezed, 
and as obſcure, as a porter at a coronation. In my 


* own little library, I value the compilements of Græ- 
vius and Gronovius, which make thirty- one volumes 
in folio (and were given me by my Lord Boling- 
broke) more than all my books beſide; becauſe 
* whoever comes into my cloſet, caſts his eyes imme- 
diately upon them, and will not vouchſafe to look 
upon Plato or Xenophon. I tell you it is almoſt 
£2 incredible how opinions change by the decline or 
decay of ſpirits, and I will farther tell you, that all 
my endeavours, from a boy to diſtinguiſh my ſelf, 
& were only for want of a great title and fortune, that 
I might be uſed like a Lord by thoſe who have an 
opinion of my parts; whether right or wrong, it is 
no great matter; and ſo the reputation of wit or 
great learning does the office of a blue ribband, or 
of a coach and {ix horſes. To be remembered for 
ever on the account of our friendſhip, is what would 
| 5 exceedingly pleaſe me; but yet I never lov'd to make 
2 a vilit, or be ſeen walking with my betters, becauſe 
they get all the eyes and civilities from me. I no 
2 ſooner writ this than I corrected my ſelf, and remem- 
bered Sir Fulk Grevil's Epitaph, Here lies, &c. 
EY © who was friend to Sir Philip Sidney.” And 
therefore I moſt heartily thank you for your deſire 
that I would record our friendſhip in verſe, which 
if I can ſucceed in, I will never deſire to write one 
| : more line in poetry while I live. You muſt preſent 


A 3: my 
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my humble ſervicego Mrs. Pope, and let her know 
I pray for her continuance in the world, for her own 
reaſon, that ſhe may live to take care of you. 


From Dr. SWIFT. 


Aug. 11, 1729, 


Am very ſenſible that in a former letter I talked 
very weakly of my own affairs, and of my im- 
perfect withes and deſires, which however I find 
with ſome comfort do now daily decline, very 
ſuitably to my ſtate of health for ſome months paſt, 
For my head is never perfectly free from giddineſ, 
and eſpecially towards night. Yet my diſorder is 
very moderate, and I have been without a fit of deaf- 
neſs this half year; ſo I am like a horſe, which, 
though off his mettle, can trot on tolerably ; and 
this compariſon puts me in mind to add that I am 
returned to be a rider, wherein I wiſh you would 
imitate me. As to this country, there have been 
three terrible years dearth of corn, and every place 
ſtrowed with beggars ; but dearths are common in 
better climates, and our evils here lie much deeper, 
Imagine a nation the two-thirds of whoſe revenues 
are ſpent out of it, and who are not permitted to 
trade with the other third, and where the pride of 
women will not ſuffer them to wear their own ma- 
nufactures, even where they excel what come from 
abroad: this is the true ſtate of Ireland in a very 
few words. Theſe evils operate more every day, 
and 


A 
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b | and the kingdom is abſolutely undone, as I have 


been telling often in print theſe ten years paſt. 


What I have ſaid requires forgiveneſs, but I had 
Za mind for once to let you know the ſtate of our 


affairs, and my reaſon for being more moved than 


F perhaps becomes a clergyman, and a piece of a phi- 
4 loſopher: and perhaps the increaſe of years and diſ- 


N orders may hope for ſome allowance to complaints, 


eſpecially when I may call my ſelf a ſtranger in a 


ſtrange land. As to poor Mrs. Pope (if ſhe be ill 


Jalive) I heartily pity you and pity her: her great 
piety and virtue will infallibly make her happy in a 


: better life, and her great age has made her fully ripe 
for heaven and the grave, and her beſt friends will 


; moſt with her eaſed of her labours, when ſhe has ſo 
many good works to follow them. The loſs you 


ö 3 will feel by the want of her care and kindneſs, I know 


very well; but ſhe has amply done her part, as you 


have your's. One reaſon why I would have you in 


Ireland when you ſhall be at your own difpoſal, is, 
that you may be maſter of two or three years reve- 
nues, “ proviſœ frugis in annos copia, ſo as not to be 


; 2 pinch'd in the leaſt when years increaſe, and perhaps 


your health impairs: and when this kingdom is ut- 


terly at an end, you may ſupport me for the few 
years I ſhall happen to live; and who knows but 
you may pay me exorbitant intereſt for the ſpoon- 
ful of wine, and ſcraps of a chicken it may coſt me 


to feed you? I am confident you have too much 
reaſon to complain of ingratitude; for I never yet 


* Proviſion made for years to come, 
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knew any perſon, one tenth part ſo heartily diſpoſed | 
as you are, to do good offices to others, without the | 
leaſt private view. 

Was it a Gaſconade to pleaſe me, that you ſaid 
your fortune was increaſed 100/. a year fince I left 
you? you ſhould have told me how. Thoſe „- 
dia ſenectuti are extreamly deſirable, if they c 
be got with juſtice, and without avarice ; of 
vice, tho' I cannot charge myſelf yet, nor feel 
approaches towards it, yet no uſurer more wile: o 
be richer, or rather to be ſurer of his rents. But Þ 
I am not half ſo moderate as you, for I declare 
cannot live eaſily under double to what you are a- 
tisfied with. 

I hope Mr. Gay will keep his 5000/7. and live on 
the intereſt without decreaſing the principal one 
penny; but I do not like your ſeldom ſeeing him. 
I hope he is grown more diſengaged from his in- 
tentneſs on his own affairs, which I ever diſliked, 
and is quite the reverſe to you, unleſs you are a very 
dextrous diſguiſer. I defire my humble ſervice to 
Lord Oxford, Lord Bathurſt, and particularly to 
Mrs. Blount, but to no Lady at court. God blels 
you for being a greater dupe than I: I love that cha- 
racter too myſelf, but I want your charity. Adieu. 


, f Supports to old age. 


Mer, 


FROM DR. SWIFT, Se. 05 


Mr. Port to Dr. SwirT. 


Oct. 9, 1729. 

T pleaſes me that you received my books at laſt : 
but you have never once told me if you approve 
% whole, or diſapprove not of ſome parts, of the 
Commentary, &c. It was my principal aim in the 
entire work to perpetuate the friendſhip between us, 
. to ſhew that the friends or the enemies of one, 
were the friends or enemies of the other: if in any 
particular, any thing be ſtated or mention'd in a 
gifferent manner from what you like, pray tell me 
Freely, that the new editions now coming out here, 
may have it rectify d. You'll find the octavo rather 
more correct than the quarto, with ſome additions 
to the notes and epigrams caſt in, which I wiſh had 
been encreas'd by your acquaintance in Ireland. I 
Tcjoice in hearing that Drapiers-Hill is to emulate 
E Parnaſſus ; I fear the country about it is as much 
impoveriſh'd. I truly ſhare in all that troubles you, 
and wiſh you remov'd from a ſcene of diſtreſs, which 
I know works your compaſſionate temper too ſtrongly. 
But if we are not to ſee you here, I believe I ſhall 
once in my life ſee you there. You think more for 
me, and about me, than any friend I have, and you 
think better for me. Perhaps you'll not be con- 
tented, tho' I am, that the additional 100 J. a year 
is only for my life. My mother is yet living, and 
I thank God for it: the will never be troubleſome 
o me, if ſhe be not ſo to herſelf: but a melancholy 
„ object 


-——_ 
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object it is, to obſerve the gradual decays both of | 
body and mind, in a perſon to whom one is tied bv 


the links of both. I can't tell whether her death "Hhavi 
itſelf would be ſo affliting. ; pre⸗ 
| You are too careful of my worldly affairs; bi an fine 
rich enough, and I can afford to give away a 100 . 
a year. Don't be angry; I will not live to be very ¶ cio 
old. I have Revelations to the contrary. I would Fan 
not crawl upon the earth without doing a little good u 


| when I have a mind to do it: I will enjoy the plea. Lad 


ſure of what I give, by giving it, alive, and ſecing A 
another enjoy it. When I die, I ſhould be aſhamd ert 
to leave enough to build me a monument, if there Pert⸗ 


were a wanting friend above ground. Iny 
Mr. Gay aſſures me his 3000 l. is kept entire and 
facred ; he ſeems to languith after a line from you, 2 


and complains tenderly. Lord Bolingbroke has tod 
me ten times over he was going to write to you. 
Has he, or not? The Dr. is unalterable, both in 
friendſhip and quadrille: his wife has been very! 
near death laſt week: his two brothers buried their 

wives within theſe ſix weeks, Gay is ſixty mils 
off, and has been fo all this ſummer, with the Duke: 

and Ducheſs of Queenſbury. He is the fame man: 
fo is every one here that you know: mankind is un- Mut . 
amendable. Optimus ille Qui minimis urgetur- Nine 
Poor Mrs. “ is like the reſt, ſhe cries at the thon 
in her foot, but will ſuffer no-body to pull it out. I 01 


The + Court-lady I have a good opinion of, yet | oth 


have treated her more negligently than you wound 


Ike is the beſt who has the feweſt faults. - + Mrs, Howard. 
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ao, becauſe you like to ſee the inſide of a court, 
K.hich I do not. I have ſeen her but twice. You 
have a deſperate hand at daſhing out a character by 

Preat ſtrokes, and at the ſame time a delicate one at 

hne touches. God forbid you ſhou'd draw mine, if 

were conſcious of any guilt: but if I were con- 
Edcious only of folly, God ſend it! for as no body 
an detect a great fault fo well as you, no body 
ESrould ſo well hide a ſmall one. But after all, that 
Lady means to do good, and does no harm, which 
Ss a vaſt deal for a Courtier, I can aflure you that 
Lord Peterborow always ſpeaks kindly of you, and 
1 ertainly has as great a mind to be your friend as 
yy one. I muſt throw away my pen: it cannot, 


| will never tell you, what I inwardly am to you. 
Aud nequeo monſtrare, & ſentio tantum. 


1 From Dr. SwirT. 


Oct. 31, 1729. 


OU were ſo careful of ſending me the Dun- 
DV: ciad, that I have received five of them, and 
aue pleaſed four friends. I am one of every body 
Pho approve every part of it, text and comment; 
gut am one abſtracted from every body, in the hap- 
— {neſs of being recorded your friend, while wit, and 
Numour, and politeneſs ſhall have any memorial 
mong us. As for your octavo edition, we know 
ching of it, for we have an octavo of our own, 


* Which I am unable to expreſs, and can only feel. 


. - | | which 


108 LETTERS TO AND 


which has ſold wonderfully, conſidering our povet. 1 


ty, and dulneſs the conſequence of it. 


I writ this poſt to Lord Bolingbroke, and tel J 


him in my letter, that with a great deal of loſs for 
2 frolick, I will fly as ſoon as build; I have neither 
years, nor ſpirits, nor money, nor patience for ſuch 
amuſements. The frolick is gone off, and I an 
only 100l. the poorer. But this kingdom is grown 


ſo exceſſively poor, that we wiſe men muſt think of 


nothing but getting a little ready money. It is 
thought there are not two hundred thouſand pound; 


of ſpecies in the whole ifland ; for we return thrice 7! 


as much to our abſentees, as we get by trade, and 1 | 


ſo are all inevitably undone ; which I have been tel. 
ting them in print theſe ten years, to as little pur. 


poſe as if it came from the pulpit. And this is | 


enough for Iriſh politicks, which I only mention, 


becauſe it fo nearly touches myſelf; I muſt repeat | 1 
what I believe I have ſaid before, that I pity you 
much more than Mrs. Pope. Such a parent and 


friend hourly declining before your eyes, is an ob- 


ject very unfit for your health, and duty, and tender ; 
diſpoſition, and I pray God it may. not affect you 


too much. I am as much ſatisfied that your addi 


tional 10ol. per annum is for life as if it were for 
ever. You have enough to leave your friends, | | 
would not have them glad to be rid of you; and | 
Mall take care that none but my enemies will be 


glad to get rid of me. You have embroiled m: 
with Lord B-—— about the figure of living, and 


the pleaſure of giving. I am under the neceſſity 1 
| ſome 5 5 
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PS forme little paltry figure in the ſtation I am ; but I 
make it as little as poſſible. As to the other part 
you are baſe, becauſe I thought myſelf as great a 
giver as ever WAS of my ability; and yet in propor- 
tion you exceed, and have kept it till now a ſecret 
* even from me, when I wondered how you were 
able to live with your whole little revenue. 

: Adieu, 


Lord BoLINGBROKE to Dr. SwirFT. 


Fe Nov. 19, 1729. 
I Find that you have laid aſide your project of 
BK 1 building in Ireland, and that we ſhall ſee you in 
this iſland * cum Zephyris, & Hirundine prima. I 
know not whether the love of fame increaſes as we 
advance in age; ſure I am that the force of friend- 
ſhip does. I lov'd you almoſt twenty years ago: 
I thought of you as well as I do now, better was 
beyond the power of conception, or to avoid an 
equivoque, beyond the extent of my ideas. Whe- 
ther you are more obliged to me for loving you 
as well when I knew you leſs, or for loving you as 
well after loving you ſo many years, I ſhall not de- 
termine. What I would ſay is this: while my 
mind grows daily more independent of the world, 
and feels leſs need of leaning on external objects, 
the ideas of friendſhip return oftner, they buſy me, 
they warm me more: Is it that we grow more ten- 


** 2 - * 
T 


* With the Zephyrs and the firſt ſwallow, 
der 
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der as the moment of our great ſeparation approach. 
es? or is it that they who are to live together in an. 
other ſtate, (for & vera amicitia non niſi inter bonus) 
begin to feel more ſtrongly that divine ſympathy 
which is to be the great band of their future foci. 
ety? There is no one thought which ſooths my 
mind like this: I encourage my imagination to pur. 
ſue it, and am heartily afflicted when another fa. 
culty of the intelle& comes boiſterouſly in, and 
wakes me from fo pleaſing a dream, if it be a dream. 
I will dwell no more on ceconomicks than I haue 
done in my former letter. Thus much only I wil 
ſay, that I otium cum dignitate is to be had with 
cool. a year as well as with 5000: the difference wil 
be found in the value of the man, and not in that 
of the eſtate. I do aſſure you, that I have never 
quitted the deſign of collecting, reviſing, improving, 
and extending ſev&thl materials which are ſtill in my 
power ; and I hope that the time of ſetting myſel 
about this laſt work of my life is not far off, 
Many papers of much curioſity and importance are 
loſt, and ſome of them in a manner which would 
ſurprize and anger you. However, I ſhall be able 
to convey ſeveral great truths to poſterity, ſo clearly 
and ſo authentically, that the Burnets and the Old- 
mixons of another age may rail, but not be able to 
| deceive. Adieu my friend. I have taken up more 
of this paper than belongs to me, ſince Pope is to 
write to you; no matter, for upon recollection the 


True friendſhip is found only between good men. 
+ Retirement with dignity, 


1 | rules 
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Trules of proportion are not broken; he will ſay as 
much to you in one page, as I have ſaid in three. Bid 
nim talk to you of the * work he is about, I hope 
in good earneſt ; it is a fine one; and will be in his 
hands an original. His ſole complaint is, that he 
ands it too eaſy in the execution. This flatters his 
Hlazineſs, it flatters my judgment, who always 
ihought that (univerſal as his talents are) this is 
&minently and peculiarly his, above all the writers 1 
know living or dead: I do not except Horace. 


Mr. Port to Dr. SwirT. 


Nov. 28, 1729. 
HIS letter (like all mine) will be a rhap- 
3 ſody; it is many years ago ſince I wrote as 
& wit. How many occurrences or informations 
muſt one omit, if one determin'd to ſay nothing 
hat one could not ſay prettily? I lately receiv'd 
rom the widow of one dead correſpondent, and the 
ther of another, ſeveral of my own letters of 
About fifteen and twenty years old; and it was not 
Wnentertaining to myſelf to obſerve, how and by 
what degrees I ceas'd to be a witty writer; as either 
my experience grew on the one hand, or my affec- 
tion to my correſpondents on the other. Now as [ 
eve you better than moſt I have ever met with in 
m he world, and eſteem you too the more, the 
Wonger I have compar'd you with the reſt of the 
world; ſo inevitably I write to you more negl1- 


#* Eſſay on Man, 
gently 


Ee —7§Ü1—LE⁵ùD — 


 bito ingenio, and makes a wall for a horſe; tha 
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gently, that is more openly, and what all but (yh 
as love one another, will call writing worſe. 11 
ſmile to think how Curl would be bit, were ou! 
epiſtles to fall into his hands, and how gloriouſy 
they would fall ſhort of ev'ry ingenious reader's ex. 
pectations ? 

You can't imagine what a vanity it is to me, b 
have ſomething to rebuke you for in the way «ff 
cxconomy. I love the man that builds a houſe * j; 


cries, * We wiſe men muſt think of nothing bu 
« getting ready money.” I am glad you approve m 
annuity ; all we have in this world is no more that 
an annuity, as to our own enjoyment : but I will 
encreaſe your regard for my wiſdom, and tell you 
that this annuity includes alſo the life of another 
whoſe concern ought to be as near me as my own, 
and with whom my whole proſpects ought to finiſ 
I throw my javelin of hope no farther, + Cur brei 4 
fortes jaculamur @vV9o—&c. | | 

The ſecond (as it is called, but indeed the eighth) 
edition of the Dunciad, with ſome additional note 
and epigrams, ſhall be ſent you if I know any op- 
portunity ; if they reprint it with you, let them by 
all means follow that octavo edition.—The Dr. 
pier's letters are again printed here, very laudabꝗ 
as to paper, print, &c. for you know I diſapproꝶ 
Iriſh politicks (as my commentator tells you) being 
a ſtrong and jealous ſubject of England. The La... 


On a ſudden thought. 
+ Why do we dart with eager ftrife, 
At things beyond the mark of life? 
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vou mention, you ought not to complain of for not 
4 acknowledging your preſent ; ſhe having lately re- 
EZcciv'd a much richer preſent from Mr. Knight of the 
IS. Sea; and you are ſenſible ſhe cannot ever return 
it to one in the condition of an out-law. It's cer- 
tain as he can never expect any favour, his motive 
muſt be wholly diſintereſted. Will not this reflec- 
tion make you bluſh ? Your continual deplorings of 
Hreland, make me wiſh you were here long enough 
e forget thoſe ſcenes that ſo afflict you: 1 am only 
bn fear if you were, you would grow ſuch a patriot 
here too, as not to be quite at eaſe, for your love 0 
eld England.—It is very poſſible, your journey, i 
the time I compute, might exactly tally with my 
Intended one to you; and if you muſt ſoon again 
o back, you would not be unattended. For the 
poor woman decays perceptibly every week; and the 


: inter may too probably put an end to a very long, 
ad a very irreproachable, life. My conſtant at- 
tendance on her does indeed affect my mind very 


much, and leſſen extremely my deſires of long life; 

ſince I ſee the beſt that can come of it is a miſerable 
F Wbcnedition. I look upon myſelf to be many years 
older in two years ſince you ſaw me: the natural 
imbecility of my body, join'd now to this acquir'd 
fold age of the mind, makes me at leaſt as old as 
Hou, and we are the fitter to crawl down the hill 
Wtozether; I only deſire I may be able to keep pace 
with you. My firſt friendſhip at ſixteen, was con- 
Itracted with a man of ſeventy ; and I found him not 
2 rave enough or conſiſtent enough for me, tho we 


Vor. XIV. I liv'd 
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liv'd well to his death. I ſpeak of old Mr. Wych. eve 
erly; ſome letters of whom (by the by) and of mine, il W. 
the bookſellers have got and printed, not without 
the concurrence of a noble friend of mine and yours, 
I don't much approve of it; tho' there is nothing 
for me to be aſham'd of, becauſe I will not be 
aſham'd of any thing J do not do myſelf, or of any 
thing that is not immoral but merely dull ; as for 
inſtance, if they printed this letter I am now writ- 
ing, which they eaſily may, if the underlings at the 
Poſt-office pleaſe to take a copy of it. I admire on 
this conſideration, your ſending your laſt to me quite 
open, without a ſeal, wafer, or any cloſure what- 
ever, manifeſting the utter openneſs of the writer, 
I would do the fame by this, but fear it would loo 
like affectation to fend two letters ſo together.— 
will fully repreſent to our friend (and I doubt nt 
it will touch his heart) what you fo feelingly ſet 
forth as to the badneſs of your Burgundy, &c. II 
is an extremely honeſt man, and indeed ought to be 
ſo, conſidering how very indiſcrect and unreferved 
he is: But I do not approve this part of his charac- WW © 
ter, and will never join with him in any of his idle. And 


neſſes in the way of wit. You know my maxim ? th 
to keep as clear of all offence, as I am clear of all in th 


intereſt in either party. I was once diſpleas'd betore 
at you, for complaining to Mr. of my not hav- 
ing a penſion ; and am ſo again at your naming it to 
a certain Lord. I have given proof in the courle 
of my whole life, (from the time when I was in 
the triendſhip of Lord Bolingbroke and Mr. Craggs, þ 


Eye 
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even to this when I am civilly treated by Sir R. 
Walpole) that I never thought myſelf fo warm in 
L:ny party's cauſe as to deſerve their money; and 
therefore would never have accepted it : but give me 
leave to tell you, that of all mankind the two per- 
ons I would leaſt have accepted any favour from, 
bare thoſe very two, to whom you have unluckily 
Wpoken of it. I defire you to take off any impreſ- 
ſions which that dialogue may have left on his Lord- 
Uhip's mind, as if I ever had any thought of being 
peholden to him, or any other, in that way. And 
Het you know ] am no enemy to the preſent conſti- 
Itution ; I believe as ſincere a well-wiſher to it, nay 
even to the church eſtabliſh'd, as any Miniſter in, 
pr out of employment whatever; or any Biſhop of 
England or Ireland. Yet am I of the religion of 
Eraſmus, a catholick ; fo I live, fo I ſhall die; and 
Hope one day to meet you, Biſhop Atterbury, the 
younger Craggs, Dr. Garth, Dean Berkley, and 
Mr. Hutchenſon, in that place, to which God of 
his infinite mercy bring us, and every body! 
= Lord B's anſwer to your letter I have juſt receiv'd, 
End join it to this pacquet. The work he ſpeaks of 
Nith ſuch abundant partiality, is a ſyſtem of Ethics 
in the Horatian way. 


12 From 
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From Mr. Pops, to Dr. Sw1rT. 


April 14, 1730. : T7 

HIS is a letter extraordinary, to do and ſy nec 
nothing but recommend to you, (as a clergy. t and 

man, and a charitable one) a pious and a good work, i | whi 
and for a good and an honeſt man: moreover he i; © 
above ſeventy, and poor, which you might think bene 
included in the word honeſt. I ſhall think it, dee 
kindneſs done myſelf, if you can propagate M. t 


Weſley's ſubſcription for his Commentary on jc tu 
. . . . 2 2 
among your divines, (Biſhops excepted, of whom oy 


there is no hope) and among ſuch as are believes 
or readers of ſcripture. Even the curious may fin 
ſomething to pleaſe them, if they ſcorn to be ci 
fied, It has been the labour of eight years of thi: 
learned man's life; I call him what he is, a learn! 
man, and I engage you will approve his proſe mor 


than you formerly could his poetry. Lord Bolin-WiR >. 
broke is a favourer of it, and allows you to do yout pd 
beſt to ſerve an old tory, and a ſufferer for the chu 
of England, tho' you are a whig, as I am. ** 
We have here ſome verſes in your name, which = 

I am angry at. Sure you wou'd not uſe me ſo il 

as to flatter me? I therefore think it is ſome oth«ME #: 
weak Iriſhman. ; Nu 05 

wil 

P. S. I did not take the pen out of Pope's hands 3 

I proteſt to you. But ſince he will not fill the . 7 


mainde 
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mainder of the page, I think I may without offence. 
I ſeek no epiſtolary fame, but am a good deal pleaſed 
to think that it will be known hereafter that you 
and I lived in the moſt friendly intimacy together. 
© —Pliny writ his letters for the publick, ſo did Se- 
neca, ſo did Balſac, Voiture, &c. Tully did not, 
and therefore theſe give us more pleaſure than any 
E which have come down to us from antiquity. When 
we read them, we pry into a ſecret which was in- 
@ tended to be kept from us. That is a pleaſure. We 
| Hee Cato, and Brutus, and Pompey and others, ſuch 
Es they really were, and not ſuch as the gaping mul- 
© titude of their own age took them to be, or as hiſ- 
Eorians and poets have repreſented them to ours. 
That is another pleaſure, I remember to have ſeen 
J procefiion at Aix la Chapelle, wherein an image 
Wot Charlemagne is carried on the ſhoulders of a 
Woman, who is hid by the long robe of the imperial 
int. Follow him into the veſtry, you ſee the 
Wbcrer ſlip from under the robe, and the gigantick 
=_ dwindles into an image of the ordinary ſize, 


3 . bf is ſet by among other F I agree much 
ich ich Pope, that our climate is rather better than 
tat you are in, and perhaps your publick ſpirit 
* vould be leſs gricved, or oftner comforted, here 
1 than there. Come to us therefore on a viſit at leaſt. 
5 . will not be the fault of ſeveral perſons here, if 


| [you do not come to live with us. But great good 
8 ill, and little power, produce ſuch flow and feeble 
Leeds as can be acceptable to heaven alone, and 
pcavenly men.—lI know you will be angry with me, 


| I fay nothing to you of a poor woman, who 1 is 
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ſtill on the other fide of the water in a moſt lan. 
guiſhing ſtate of health. If ſhe regains ſtrength 
enough to come over, (and ſhe 1s better within a few 
weeks) J ſhall nurſe her in this farm with all the 
care and tenderneſs poſſible. If ſhe does not, | 
muſt pay her the laſt duty of friendſhip wherever 
ſhe 1s, tho' I break thro' the whole plan of life which 
I have formed in my mind. Adieu. 

Jam moſt faithfully and affectionately yours, 


Lord BorinGBROKE to Dr. SwiFT. 


Jan. 1730-1, 


Begin my letter by telling you that my wife ha 

been returned from abroad about a month, and 
that her health, tho' feeble and precarious, is better 
than it has been theſe two years. She is much your 
ſervant, and as ſhe has been her own phyſician with 
ſome ſucceſs, imagines ſhe could be yours with the 
fame. Would to God you was within her reach. 
She would I believe preſcribe a great deal of the 
* medicina animi, without having recourſe to the 
books of Triſmegiſtus. Pope and I ſhould be her 
principal apothecaries in the courſe of the cure ; and 
tho' our beſt botaniſts complain, that few of the 
herbs and ſimples which go to the compoſition of 
theſe remedies, are to be found at /preſent in oui 
ſoil, yet there are more of them here than in le- 


land; beſides, by the help of a little chymiſtry, the 


* The medicine of the mind, 
mol! 
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moſt noxious Juices may become ſalubrious, and rank 

I poicn a ſpecifick.—Pope is now in my library with 
me, and writes to the world, to the preſent and to 
F future ages, while I begin this letter which he is to 
E finiſh to you. What good he will do to mankind I 
know not ; this comfort he may be ſure of, he can- 
b not do leſs than you have done before him. I ha 
| | ſometimes thought that if preachers, hangmen, = 
| moral- writers keep vice at a ſtand, or 10 much as 
retard the progreſs of it, they do as much as human 
nature admits: a real reformation is not to be 
E brought about by ordinary means; it requires theſe 
extraordinary means which become puniſhments as 
well as leſſons : national corruption muſt be purged 
5 by national calamities.— Let us hear from you. We 
F deſerve this attention, becauſe we deſire it, and be- 
| cauſe we believe that you delire to hear from us, 


Out So RET Wes 


Lord BoLIiNGBROKE to Dr. SwirT. 


K - - 5 — 
as a tad * c 
2 Bs 2 . 2 3 wr 8 ö 
5 * 4 A "4 
. 


March 29. 


1 is delayed ſeveral poſts anſwering your letter 
Jof January laſt, in hopes of being able to ſpeak 
to you about a project which concerns us both, but 
me the moſt, ſince the ſucceſs of it would bring us 
together. It has been a good while in my head, 
and at my heart, if it can be ſet a going, you ſhall 
| hear more of it. I was ill in the beginning of the 
| winter for near a week, but in no danger either 
| from the nature of my diſtemper, or from the at- 
tendance of three phyſicians. Since that bilious in- 
14 termitting 


9 pm 
4 & 
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termitting fever, I have had, as I had before, bet. allet 
ter health than the regard I have paid to health de. cars 
ſerves. We are both in the decline of life, my dear the 
Dean, and have been ſome years going down the 1 
hill; let us make the paſſage as ſmooth as we can, you 
Let us fence againſt phyſical evil by care, and the the 
uſe of thoſe means which experience muſt hae Over 


pointed out to us: let us fence againſt moral evil by we 
philoſophy. I renounce the alternative you propoſe. {MW con 
But we may, nay (if we will follow nature, and do cetu 
not work up imagination againſt her plaineſt dic- 4 rep: 
tates) we ſhall of courie grow every year more in- ; bag 


different to life, and to the affairs and intereſts of 
a ſyſtem out of which we are ſoon to go. This i 
much better than ſtupidity. The decay of paſſion 
ſtrengthens philoſophy, for paſſion may decay, and 
ſtupidity not ſucceed. Paſſions, (ſays Pope, our di- 
vine, as you will ſee one time or other) are the Gales 
of life: let us not complain that they do not blow 
a ſtorm. What hurt does age do us, in fubduing 
what we toil to ſubdue all our lives? It is now fix 
in the morning: I recall the time (and am glad it 
1s over) when about this hour I uſed to be going to 
bed, ſurfeited with pleaſure, or jaded with bulinels: 
my head often full of ſchemes, and my heart as often 


full of anxiety. Is it a misfortune, think you, that 1 
T riſe at this hour, refreſhed, ſerene, and calm? that WW wh 
the paſt, and even the preſent affairs of lite ſtand da) 
like objects at a diſtance from me, where I can keep her 
off the diſagreeable fo as not to be ſtrongly affe ected len 
by them, and from whence I can draw the ot bes go: 
nearer to me? Paſſions in their force, would bring kx, 


all 
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ill theſe, nay even future contingencies, about my 
F ears at once, and reaſon would but ill defend me in 
© the ſcuffle. 

l leave Pope to ſpeak for himſelf, but J muſt tell 
you how much my wife is obliged to you. She ſays 
| | the would find ſtrength enough to nurſe you, if you 
were here, and yet God knows ſhe is extremely 
: | weak; the flow fever works under, and mines the 
E conſtitution ; we keep it off ſometimes, but till it 
3 returns, and makes new breaches before nature can 
© repair the old ones. I am not aſhamed to fay to 
you, that I admire her more every hour of my life: 

l | Death is not to her the king of terrors : ſhe beholds 
q bim without the leaſt. When ſhe ſuffers much, 

ö | the wiſhes for him as a deliverer from pain; when 
5 life is tolerable, the looks on him with diſlike, be- 
þ cauſe he is to ſeparate her from thoſe friends to whom 
E ſhe is more attached than life itſelf. —You ſhall not 
E ſtay for my next, as long as you have for this let- 
ter; and in every one, Pope ſhall write ſomething 
much better than the ſcraps of old philoſophers, 
which were the preſents, Munuſcula, that ſtoical 
fop Seneca uſed to ſend in every epiſtle to his friend 
| Lucilius. 


: 
3 


t P. S. My Lord has ſpoken juſtly of his Lady: 
at rhy not I of my mother? Yeſterday was her birth- 
d day, now entering on the ninety-firſt year of 
ep | her age; her memory much diminiſh'd, but her 
ed WF benſes very little hurt, her fight and hearing 
s good; ſhe ſleeps not ill, eats moderately, drinks wa- 
ber, ſays her prayers; this is all ſhe does. I have 

| 5 | reaſon 


x22 LETTERS TO AND 


reaſon to thank God for continuing ſo long to me 2 
very good and tender parent, and for allowing me 
to exerciſe for ſome years, thoſe cares which ar: 
now as neceſſary to her, as hers have been to me. 
An object of this ſort daily before one's eyes very 
much ſoftens the mind, but perhaps may hinder it 
from the willingneſs of contracting other ties of the 
like domeſtic nature, when one finds how painful 
it is even to enjoy the tender pleaſures. I have for- 
merly made ſome ſtrong efforts to get and to deſerve 
a friend : perhaps it were wiſer never to attempt it, 
but live extempore, and look upon the world only 
as a place to paſs thro', juſt pay your hoſts their 
due, diſperſe a little charity, and hurry on, Yet 
am ] juſt now writing (or rather planning) a book, 
to make mankind look upon this life with comfort 
and pleaſure, and put morality in good humour. 
And juſt now too, I am going to ſee one I love 
very tenderly ; and to-morrow to entertain ſeveral 
civil people, whom if we call friends, it is by the 
courteſy of England. —* Sic, fic juvat ire ſub umbres, Wl 
While we do live, we muſt make the beſt of life. ¶ dicu 


in 01 

+ Cantantes /cet uſque (minus via ledat } eamus, lieve 

| this 

as the ſhepherd ſaid in Virgil, when the road was {Wand | 
long and heavy. I am yours. Fit if 


Thus, thus it pleaſes us to paſs thro? life, 
+ Let us ſtill go ſinging on, to beguile the tediouſneſs of the way. point 
S 8 poin 
| ievel: 


Lord 
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Lord BoLINGBROKE to Dr. SwirT, 


OU may aflure yourſelf, that if you come 
| over this ſpring, you will find me not only 
| eo back into the habits of ſtudy, but devoted to 
| that hiſtorical taſk, which you have ſet me theſe 
many years. Iam in hopes of ſome materials which 
| will enable me to work in the whole extent of the 
: plan I propoſe to myſelf. If they are not to be had, 
] muſt accommodate my plan to this deficiency. In 
the mean time Pope has given me more trouble than 
he or I thought of; and you will be ſurpriſed to find 
that I have been partly drawn by him, and partly by 
þ myſelf, to write a pretty large volume upon a very grave 
and very important ſubject: that I have ventur'd to 
| pay no regard whatever to any authority except ſacred 
authority, and that I have ventur'd to ſtart a thought, 
which muſt, if it is puſh'd as ſucceſsfully as I think 
lit is, render all your metaphyſical theology both ri- 
diculous and abominable, There is an expreſſion 

in one of your letters to me, which makes me be- 
„love you will come into my way of thinking on 

this ſubject; and yet I am perſuaded that divines 
as and free-thinkers would both be clamorous againſt 
lit, if it was to be ſubmitted to their cenſure, as I 
do not intend that it ſhall. The paſſage I mean, is 
that, where you ſay you told Dr. Delaney the grand 
points of Chriſtianity ought to be taken as infallible 
revelations, &c. 


rd It 
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It has happened that while I was writing this t 
you, the Dr. came to make me a viſit from London, 
where I heard he was arriv'd ſome time ago: he was 
in haſte to return, and is I perceive in great haſte 
to print. He left with me eight Diſſertations, a 
ſmall part, as I underſtand, of his work, and de- 
fired me to peruſe, conſider, and obſerve upon them 
againſt Monday next, when he will come down 
again. By what I have read of the two firſt, I find 
myſelf unable to ſerve him. The principles he 
reaſons upon are begged in a diſputation of this ſort, 
and the manner of reaſoning is by no means cloſe 
and concluſive. The ſole advice I could give him 
in conſcience would be that which he would tak: 
ill and not follow. I will get rid of this taſk a 
well as I can, for I eſteem the man, and ſhould b: 
ſorry to diſoblige him where I cannot ſerve him. 

As to retirement, and exerciſe, your notions are 
true: the firſt ſhould not be indulged ſo much as to 
render us ſavage, nor the laſt neglected ſo as to im- 
pair health, But I know men, who, for fear ef 
being ſavage, live with all who will live with them, 
and who, to preſerve their health, ſaunter away half 
their time. Adieu : Pope calls for the paper. 


P. S. I hope what goes before will be a ſtrong 
motive to your coming. God knows if ever I {hall 
ſee Ireland; I ſhall never defire it, if you can be 
got hither, or keep here. Yet I think I ſhall be, 
too ſoon, a free-man.—Your recommendations | 
conſtantly give to thoſe you mention; tho' ſome 
of em I fee but ſeldom, and am every day mots 
retired, 
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retired. I am leſs fond of the world, and leſs cu- 
: rious about it; yet no way out of humour, diſap- 
; pointed, or angry : tho' in my way I receive as 
many injuries as my betters ; but I don't feel them, 
therefore I ought not to vex other people, nor even 
to return injuries. I paſs almoſt all my time at 
E Dawley and at home; my Lord (of which I partly 
take the merit to myſelf) is as much eſtrang'd from 
© politicks as I am. Let philoſophy be ever ſo vain 
it is leſs vain now than politicks, and not quite fo 
q vain at preſent as divinity : I know nothing that 
moves ſtrongly but ſatire, and thoſe vo are aſham'd 
3 of nothing elſe, are ſo of being ridiculous. I fancy 
if we three were together but for three years, ſome 
good might be done even upon this age. 
I know you'll deſire ſome account of my health: 
It is as uſual, but my ſpirits rather worſe. * I write 
little or nothing. You know I never had either taſte 
© or talent for politicks, and the world minds nothing 
de. I have perſonal obligations which I will ever 
WF preſerve, to men of different ſides, and I wiſh no- 
thing ſo much as publick quiet, except it be my own 
1; WE quict. I think it a merit, if I can take off any man 
| from grating or ſatyrical ſubjects, merely on the ſcore 
of party: and it is the greateſt vanity of my life that 
age contributed to turn my Lord Bolingbroke to ſub- 
all I jects moral, uſeful, and more worthy his pen. Dr. 
be 1 Delaney's book is what I can't commend fo much as 
be, Dean Berkley's, tho' it has many things ingenious in 
it, and is not deficient in the writing part: but the 


ne whole book, tho' he meant it ad populum, is I think 
de Purely ad clerum. Adieu. 


From 


126 LETTESS TO AND 


From Dr. Swir r to Mr. Pop. 


Dublin, June 12, 1732. 


Doubt, habit has' little power to reconcile us with 

ſickneſs attended by pain. With me, the low 
neſs of ſpirits has a moſt unhappy effect; I am 
grown leſs patient with ſolitude, and harder to be 
pleas'd with company; which I could formerly 
better digeſt, when I could be eaſier without it than 
at preſent. As to ſending you any thing that I haye 
written ſince I left you (either verſe or proſe) I can 
only ſay, that I have orderd by my will, that 
all my papers of any kind ſhall be deliver'd you to 
diſpoſe of as you pleaſe. I have ſeveral things that 
I have had ſchemes to finiſh, or to attempt, but [ 
very fooliſhly put off the trouble, as ſinners do thci: 
repentance : for I grow every day more averſe from 
writing, which is very natural, and when I take : 
pen ſay to my ſelf a thouſand times * nor eff font: 
As to thoſe papers of four or five years paſt, that 
you are pleas'd to require ſoon ; they conſiſt of little 
accidental things writ in the country; family amuſe- 
ments, never intended farther than to divert our 
ſelves and ſome neighbours : or ſome effects of anger 
on publick grievances here, which would be inſig- 
nificant out of this kingdom. Two or three of us 
had a fancy three vears ago to write a weekly paper, 
and call it an Intelligencer. But it continued not 
long ; for the whole volume (it was re-printed in 


It is not worth the trouble. 


London 
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London and I find you have ſeen it) was the work 
only of two, my ſelf and Dr. Sheridan. If we 
could have got ſome ingenious young man to have 
been the manager, who ſhould have publiſhed all 
that might be ſent to him, it might have continued 
| longer, for there Were hints enough. But the 
Printer here could not afford ſuch a young man one 
kerching for his trouble, the ſale being fo ſmall, and 
| ; the price one halt-penny ; and ſo it dropt. In the 
3 volume you ſaw, (to anſwer your queſtions) the 1, 
1 3, 5, 7, were mine. Of the 8th I writ only the 
4 | verſes, (very uncorrect, but againſt a fellow we all 
E hated) the gth mine, the 10th only the verſes, and 
of thoſe not the four laſt ſlovenly lines; the 1 5th is 
1 a pamphlet of mine printed before with Dr. Sh—'s 
© preface, merely for lazineſs not to diſappoint the 
down; and ſo was the 19th, which contains only 
a parcel of facts relating purely to the miſeries of 
F Ireland, and wholly uſeleſs and unentertaining. As 
do other things of mine fince I left you; there are, 
© ; in proſe, a View of the State of Ireland; a Project 
E for cating Children; and a Defence of Lord Car- 
teret: in verſe, a Libel on Dr. D— and Lord Carteret; 
1 à Letter to Dr. D— on the Libels writ againſt him; 
© the Barack (a ſtol'n copy) the Lady's Journal; the 
4 Lady's Dreſſing- room (a ſtol'n copy) the Plea of the 
Damn'd (a ſtol'n copy); all theſe have been printed 
in London. (I forgot to tell you that the Tale of Sir 
} 2 was ſent fron England.) Beſide theſe there 
are five or ſix (perhaps more) papers of verſes writ 
EV the North, but perfect family-things, two or 
2 three 
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three of which may be tolerable, the reſt but in. 
different, and the humour only local, and ſome that 
would give offence to the times. Such as they are 
I will bring them, tolerable or bad, if I recoye: 
this lameneſs, and live long enough to ſee you eithe; 
here or there. I forget again to tell you that th; 
Scheme of paying Debts by a Tax on Vices, is not 
one ſyllable mine, but of a young Clergy- man 
whom I countenance; he told me it was built upon 

a paſſage in Gulliver, Where a projector hath ſome 
thing upon the ſame thought. This young man i 
the moſt hopeful we have: a book of his Poem 
was printed in London; Dr. D— is one of hi 
patrons: he is marry'd and has children, and make 
up about 100“. a year, on which he lives decent; 
The utmolt ſtretch of his ambition is, to gather up 4 
much ſuperfluous money as will give him a fiohtd 
you, and halt an hour of your preſence; after which 
he will return home in full ſatisfaction, and i 
proper time die in peace. 

My poetical fountain is drain'd, and I profeßs! 
grow gradually ſo dry, that a rhime with me is a 
moſt as hard to find as a guinea, and even pro: ſp: 
culations tire me almoſt as much. Yet I have 1 
thing in * proſe, begun above twenty-eight yen 
ago, and almoſt finiſh'd. It will make a four 
ſhilling volume, and is ſuch a perfection of folly, 
that you ſhall never hear of it till it is printed, and * 
then you ſhall be left to gueſs. Nay I have ＋ an, 
ther of the ſame age, which will require a long tin Vo 


* Polite Converſation. + Directions to Servants. 
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to perfect, and is worſe than the former, in which 
I will ſerve you the ſame way. I heard lately from 
Mr. — who promiſes to be leſs lazy in order to mend 
his fortune. But women who live by their beauty, 
and men by their wit, are ſeldom provident enough 
to conſider that both wit and beauty will go off with 
Fears, and there is no living upon the credit of what 
15 paſt. p 
lam in great concern to hear of my Lady Bo- 
Wingbroke's ill health returned upon her, and I 
goubt my Lord will find Dawley too ſolitary without 
her. In that, neither he nor you are companions 
Vong enough for me, and I believe the beſt part 
of the reaſon why men are ſaid to grow children 
ben they are old, is becauſe they cannot entertain 
emſelves with thinking; which is the very caſe 
l a little boys and girls, who love to be noiſy among 
ben play-fellows. I am told Mrs. Pope is without 
pain, and I have not heard of a more gentle decay, 
{Without uneaſineſs to her ſelf or friends; yet I cannot 
Put pity you, who are ten times the greater ſufferer, 
Eby having the perſon you moſt love ſo long before 
ou, and dying daily; and I pray God it may not 
ect your mind or your health. 


If 


e 


Mr. 
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* Mr. Pore to Dr. SwI1FT. 


Dee. 5, 1732. 


T is not a time to complain that you have not 

anſwered me two letters (in the laſt of which! 
was impatient under ſome fears) It is not now in- 
deed a time to think of my ſelf, when one of the 
neareſt and longeſt tics I have ever had, is broken 
all on a ſudden, by the unexpected death of poor 
Mr. Gay. An inflammatory fever hurried him out 
of this life in three days. He died laſt night at nia 
a clock, not deprived of his ſenſes entirely at laſt, and 
poſſeſſing them perfectly till within five hours. He 
aſked of you a few hours before, when in acute tor- 
ment by the inflammation in his bowels and breaſt, 
His effects are in the Duke of Queenſbury's cuſtody. 
His fiſters, we ſuppoſe, will be his heirs, who ate 
two widows; as yet it is not known whether ot 
no he left a will—Good God ! how often are we to 3 Mr. 
die before we go quite off this ſtage ? in every friend * 
we loſe a part of ourſelves, and the beſt part. God Ptec 
keep thoſe we have left! few are worth praying for, I thre 
and one's ſelf the leaſt of all. 

I ſhall never ſee you now I believe; one of you: 
principal calls to England is at an end. Indecd he 


On my dear friend Mr. Gay's death: Received December 15, but 
not read till the zoth, by an impulſe foreboding ſome misfortune 


[This note is indors'd on the original letter in Dr. Swift's hand. 
Dublin Edit. 
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| was the moſt amiable by far, his qualities were the 
bo but I love you as well and as firmly. 
E Would to God the itian we have loſt had not been 
| | ſo amiable, nor ſo good! but that's a wiſh for our 
© vn fakes, not for his. Sure if innocence and in- 
| tegrity can deſerve happineſs, it muſt be his. Adieu. 
I can add nothing to what you will feel, and diminiſh 
nothing from it. Yet write to me, and ſoon. Be- 
Y lieve no man now living loves you better, I believe 
no man ever did, than A. Pope. 


* 
e W 0 „ 
W 


EYE 
War 


Dr. Arbuthnot, whoſe humanity you know, hear- 
L tily commends hirnſelf to you. All poſſible diligence 
and affect ion has been ſhown, and continued ating 
= on this melancholy occaſion. Once more 
I adieu, and write to one who is truly diſconſolate. 


Dear Sir, 


lam ſorry that the renewal of our correſpondence 
= ſhould be upon ſuch a melancholy occaſion. Poor 
Mr. Gay dy d of an inflammation, and I believe at 
laſt a mortification, of the bowels; it was the moſt 
W precipitate caſe I ever knew, having cut him off in 
three days. He was attended by two Phyſicians be- 
ide my ſelf. I believed the diſtemper mortal from 
the beginning. IL have not had the pleaſure of a 
ine from you theſe two years; I wrote one about 
our health, to which I had no anſwer. I wiſh you 
all health and happineſs, being with great affection 
is reſpect, Sir, Your, &c. 


ne, 
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From Dr. SwirT to Mr. Pope. 


Dublin, 1732-4, 


Received yours with a few lines from the Doctor, 

and the account of our loſing Mr. Gay, upon 
which event I ſhall fay nothing. I am only con- 
cern'd that long living has not hardened me: fa 
even in this kingdom, and in a few days paſt, ty 
perſons of great merit whom I loved very well, har 
dy'd in the prime of their years, but a little abore 
thirty. I would endeavour to comfort myſelf upon 
the loſs of friends, as I do upon the loſs of money; 
by turning to my account-book, and ſeeing whether 
I have enough left for my ſupport ? but in the forme: 
caſe I find I have not, any more than in the other; 
and I know not any man who is in a greater likel- 
hood than my ſelf, to die poor and friendleſs. You 
are a much greater loſer than I by his death, 
being a more intimate friend, and often his com- 
panion ; which latter I could never hope to be, er. 
_ cept perhaps once more in my life for a piece of: 
ſummer. I hope he has left you the care of an i 
writings he may have left, and I wiſh, that win 
thoſe already extant, they could be all publiſhed in 
a fair edition under your inſpection. Your poem 
en the Uſe of Riches has been juſt printed hers, 
and*we have no objection but the obſcurity of ſeverd 
paſſages by our ignorance in facts and perſons, which 
make us loſe abundance of the ſatyr. Had tis 
| | print! 
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inter given me notice, I would have honeſtly 
Printed the names at length, where I happened to 
Know them; and writ explanatory notes, which 
Bowever would have been but few, for my long ab- 
F-nce has made me ignorant of what paſſes out of 
e ſcene where I am. I never had the leaſt hint 
From you about this work, any more than of your 
Wormer, upon Taſte. We are told here, that you are 
preparing other pieces of the ſame bulk to be inſcrib d 
Wo other friends, one (for inſtance) to my Lord Bo- 
$nobroke, another to Lord Oxford, and fo on— 
Podor Delany preſents you his moſt humble ſer- 
Nice, he behaves himſelf very commendably, con- 
Nerſes only with his former friends, makes no parade, 
Hut entertains them conſtantly at an elegant plentiful 
ble, walks the ſtreets as uſual, by day-light, does 
any acts of charity and generoſity, cultivates a 
T ountry houſe two miles diſtant, and is one of thoſe 
Ney few within my knowledge, on whom a great 
Wccels of fortune hath made no manner of change. 
ad particularly he is often without money, as he 
ras before. We have got my Lord Orrery among 
, being fore'd to continue here on the ill condition 
f his eſtate by the knavery of an agent; he is a 
Wnoſt worthy Gentleman, whom I hope you will 
Pe acquainted with. I am very much obliged by 
ur favour to Mr. P—, which I deſire may con- 
3 inue no lon ger than he ſhall deſerve by his modeity, 
virtue I never knew him to want, but is hard for 
l 5 men to keep, without abundance of ballaſt. 
f you are acquainted with the Ducheſs of Queenſ- 
3 3 bury, 
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bury, I deſire you will preſent her my moſt hum}, 
ſervice : I think ſhe is a greater loſer by the death g 
a friend than either of us. She ſeems a Lady of ex. 
cellent fenſe and ſpirit. I had often poſtſcripts fron WR 
her in our friends letters to me, and her part wx 
ſometimes longer than his, and they made up a great 
part of the little happineſs I could have here. Tg. 
was the more generous, becauſe I never ſaw her ſin 
ſhe was a girl of five years old, nor did I envy po 

Mr. Gay for any thing ſo much as being a domeſtic; Wi 
friend to ſuch a Lady. I defire you will never fil 
to ſend me a particular account of your health. 
dare hardly enquire about Mrs. Pope, who I an 
told is but juſt among the living, and conſequent i 
a continual grief to you: ſhe 1s ſenſible of your ten. 
derneſs, which robs her of the only happineſs ft: 
is capable of enjoying. And yet I pity you mor 
than her, you cannot lengthen her days, and I bg 
ſhe may not ſhorten yours. 


Mr. Pop to Dr. Swirr. 


Feb. 16, 1732-3 


I is indeed impoſſible to ſpeak on ſuch a ſubjed i 
EA as the loſs of Mr. Gay, to me an irreparable one. 
Bat J ſend you what J intend for the inſcription on WE 
his tomb, which the Duke of Queenſbury will «WM 
up at Weſtminſter. As to his writings, he left ro 
will, nor ſpoke a word of them, or any thing elle 
during his ſhort and precipitate illneſs, in which! 


| attended him to his laſt breath. The Duke hs 
a\tel 
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FE more than the part of a brother to him, and 
it will be ſtrange if the ſiſters do not leave his papers 

$ totally to his diſpoſal, who will do the fame that I 
would with them. He has managed the Comedy 
(which our poor friend gave to the playhouſe the 
week before his death) to the utmoſt advantage for 
his relations; and propoſes to do the ſame with ſome 
Fables he left finiſhed. 

# There is nothing of late which I think of more 
BY than mortality, and what you mention, of collecting 
the beſt monuments we can of our friends, their own 
images in their writings: for thoſe are the beſt, 
when their minds are ſuch as Mr. Gay's was, and as 
| yours is. I am preparing alſo for my own, and have 
nothing ſo much at heart, as to ſhew the filly world 
that men of Wit, or even Poets, may be the moſt 
moral of mankind. A few looſe things ſometimes 
fall from them, by which cenſorious fools judge as 
EZ i!l of them as poſſibly they can, for their own com- 

bort: and indeed, when ſuch unguarded and trifling 

1 Feux d'Efprit have once got abroad, all that prudence 
or repentance can do, ſince they cannot be deny'd, is 
co put em fairly upon that foot; and teach the pub- 
lick (as we have done in the preface to the four vo- 
lumes of Miſcellanies) to diſtinguiſh betwixt our 
ſtudies and our idleneſſes, our works and our weak- 
neſſes. That was the whole end of the laſt vol. 
of Miſcellanies, without which our former declara- 
tion in that preface, That theſe volumes contain'd 
all that we have ever offended in, that way,” 
= would have been diſcredited, It went indeed to 
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my heart, to omit what you called the libel on Dr, 
D and the beſt Panegyrick on myſelf, that 
either my own times or any other could have afforded, 
or will ever afford to me, The book as you ob- 
ſerve was printed in great haſte ; the cauſe where 
was, that the bookſellers were doing the ſame, in 
collecting your pieces, the corn with the chaff; |] 
don't mean that any thing of yours is chaff, but 
with other wit of Ireland which was ſo, and the 
whole in your name. I meant principally to oblige 
them to ſeparate what you writ ſeriouſly from what 
you writ careleſly; and thought my own weed; 
might paſs for a ſort of wild flowers, when bundle 
up with them. 

It was I that ſent you thoſe books into Ireland, and 
ſo I did my Epiſtle to Lord Bathurſt even before it 
was publiſh'd, and another thing of mine, which is 
a * Parody from Horace, writ in two mornings, | 
never took more care in my life of any thing than 
of the former of theſe, nor leſs than of the latter; 
yet every friend has forc'd me to print it, tho in 
truth my own fingle motive was about twenty lines 
toward the latter end, which you will find out, 

I have declined opening to you by letters the whole 
ſcheme of my preſent work, expecting ſtill to do 
it in a better manner in perſon ; but you will ſee 
pretty ſoon, that the letter to Lord Bathurſt is a part 
of it, and you will find a plain connection between 
them, if you read them in the order juſt contraty to 
that they were publiſh'd in, I imitate thoſe cunning 


* Sat. 1. Lib. 2. 
| tradeſmen, 
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tradeſmen, who ſhow their beſt ſilks laſt: or, (to 
give you a truer idea, tho' it ſounds too proudly) 
my works will in one reſpect be like the works of 
Nature, much more to be liked and underſtood 
hen conſider'd in the relation they bear with each 
other, than when ignorantly look'd upon one by one; 
and often, thoſe parts which attract moſt at firſt fight, 
Vill appear to be not the moſt, but the leaſt con- 
ſiderable. 

I am pleas'd and flatter'd by your expreſſion of 
orna me. The chief pleaſure this work can give 
me is, that I can in it, with propriety, decency, and 
uſtice, inſert the name and character of every friend 
= have, and every man that deſerves to be lov'd or 
Wadorn'd. But I ſmile at your applying that phraſe 
to my viſiting you in Ireland; a place where I might 
have ſome apprehenſion (from their extraordinary 
paſſion for poetry, and their boundleſs hoſpitality) 
Wot being adorn'd to death, and buried under the 
Y yeight of garlands, like one I have read of ſome- 
here or other. My mother lives (which is an 
F inſwer to that point) and I thank God tho' her 
memory be in a manner gone, is yet awake and ſen- 
able to me, tho' ſcarce to any thing elſe; which 
doubles the reaſon of my attendance, and at the ſame 
ume ſweetens it. I wiſh (beyond any other wiſh) 
ou could paſs a ſummer here; I might (too pro- 
bably) return with you, unleſs you preferr'd to ſee 
France firſt, to which country I think you would 
have a ſtrong invitation. Lord Peterborow has nar- 
rowly eſcaped death, and yet keeps his chamber: 
I | hs 


% — 2” gy a” OR. 


138 LETTERS TO AND 


he is perpetually ſpeaking in the moſt affectionae ſucce 
manner of you: he has written you two letters which Adie 
you never receiv'd, and by that has been diſcourag' i imb 
from writing more. I can well believe the poſt. 
office may do this, when ſome letters of his to me 

have met the ſame fate, and two of mine to him. 

Yet let not this diſcourage you from writing to me, 

or to him inclos'd in the common way, as 1 do 9 

you: innocent men need fear no detection of their 

thoughts; and for my part, I wou'd give em fre 

leave to ſend all I write to Curll, if moſt of what] 

write was not too filly. 

I deſire my ſincere ſervices to Dr. Delany, who! 
agree with you is a man every way eſteemable: my 
Lord Orrery is a moſt virtuous and good-natur' 
Nobleman, whom I ſhould be happy to know, 
Lord B. receiv'd your letter thro' my hands; it is not 
to be told you how much he wiſhes for you : the 
whole liſt of perſons to whom you ſent your ſervice 
return you theirs, with proper ſenſe of the dif- 
tintion—Your Lady friend is Semper Eagen, and 
I have written an Epiſtle to her, on that qualifics 
tion in a female character; which is thought by my 
chief Critick in your abſence to be my CH fd Oeuvre, 
but it cannot be printed perfectly, in an age fo fort 
of ſatire, and fo willing to miſapply characters. 

As to my own health, it is good as uſual. | 
have lain ill ſeven days of a flight fever (the com- 
plaint here) but recover'd by gentle ſweats, and the 
care of Dr. Arbuthnot. The * play Mr. Gay left 


Achilles, an Opera. 
| ſucceeas 


* 
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ſucceeds very well; it is another original in its kind. 
Adieu. God preſerve your life, your health, your 
limbs, your ſpirits, and your friendſhips ! 


Mr. Pope to Dr. SwiFrT. 


April 2, 1733. 
4 OU fay truly, that death is only terrible to 
| iy us as it ſeparates us from thoſe we love, but 
really think thoſe have the worſt of it who are left 
Sy us, if we are true friends. I have felt more (I 
| Wancy) in the loſs of Mr. Gay, than I ſhall ſuffer in 
i thought of going away myſelf into a ſtate that 
gan feel none of this ſort of loſſes. I wiſh'd vehe- 
7 ently to have ſeen him in a condition of living in- 
flependent, and to have lived in perfect indolence 
he reſt of our days together, the two moſt idle, 
Wanolt innocent, undeſigning poets of our age. I 
ow as vehemently wiſh you and I might walk into 
the grave together, by as ſlow ſteps as you pleaſe, 
but contentedly and chearfully : whether that ever 
| ; dan be, or in what country, I know no more, than 
into what country we ſhall walk out of the grave. 
hut it ſuffices me to know it will be exactly what 
egion or ſtate our Maker appoints, and that what- 
erer Is, is Right. Our poor friend's papers are 
partly in my hands, and for as much as is fo, I will 
ſtake care to ſuppreſs things unworthy of him. As 
to the Epitaph, I'm ſorry you gave a copy, for it 
will certainly by that means come into print, and I 
would correct it more, unleſs you will do it for me, 
3 and 
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end that I ſhall like as well. Upon the whole | 


earneſtly wiſh your coming over hither, for this rea. 


ſon among many others, that your influence may 
be join'd with mine to ſuppreſs whatever we may 
judge proper of his papers. To be plunged in my 
neighbours and my papers, will be your inevitabe | 
fate as ſoon as you come. That I am an auth ME 
whoſe characters are thought of ſome weight, ap- 
pears from the great noiſe and buſtle that the cour 


and town make about any I give; and I will na 


render them leſs important or leſs . intereſting, by 
ſparing vice and folly, or by betraying the cauſe c 
truth and virtue. I will take care they ſhall be ſuck WE 
as no man can be angry at, but the perſons I wou 
have angry. You are ſenſible with what decency 


and juſtice I paid homage to the royal family, at tie 


fame time that I ſatirized falſe courtiers, and ſpies 
&c. about em. I have not the courage howere 
to be ſuch a ſatyriſt as you, but I would be as much, 


or more, a philoſopher. You call your ſatires, l. . 


bels; I would rather call my fatires, epiſtles : the 
will conſiſt more of morality than of wit, and grow 
graver, which you will call duller. I ſhall lea Wi 
it to my antagoniſts to be witty (if they can) and 
content myſelf to be uſeful, and in the right. Tel 
me your opinion as to Lady Mary Wortley's or Lord 
Harvey's performance? they are certainly the top 
wits of the court, and you may judge by that fingl 
piece what can be done againſt me; for it was la- 
bour'd, corrected, præ-commended and poſt-diſap- 
prov'd, ſo far as to be diſ-own'd by themſelves, * I 

| each 
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each had highly cried it up for the others. I have 
met with ſome complaints, and heard at a diſtance 
of ſome threats, occaſion'd by my verſes: J ſent 
fair meſſages to acquaint them where I was to be 

© found in town, and to offer to call at their houſes to 
ſatisfy them, and ſo it dropp'd. It is very poor in 
any one to rail and threaten at a diſtance, and have 
nothing to ſay to you when they ſee you.—I am 
glad you perſiſt and abide by ſo good a thing as that 
poem, in which I am immortal for my morality : I 
never took any praiſe ſo kindly, and yet I think I 
deſerve that praiſe better than I do any other. 
When does your collection come out, and what 
will it conſiſt of? I have but laſt week finiſhed ano- 
ther of my epiſtles, in the order of the ſyſtem ; and 
chis week /exercitand! gratia I have tranſlated (or 
rather parody'd) another of Horace's, in which I 
introduce you adviſing me about my expences, 
houſekeeping, &c. But theſe things ſhall lie by, 
1 till you come to carp at em, and alter rhymes, and 
erammar, and triplets, and cacophonies of all kinds. 
Our parliament will fit till Midſummer, which I 
3 hope may be a motive to bring you rather in ſum- 
mer than fo late as autumn: you us'd to love what 
hate, a hurry of politics, &c. Courts I ſee not, 
Courtiers I know not, Kings I adore not, Queens I 
compliment not; ſo I am never likely to be in fa- 
ſhion, nor in dependance. I heartily join with 
Jou in pitying our poor Lady for her unhappineſs, 
and ſhould only pity her more, if ſhe had more of 
? what they at Court call happineſs. Come then, and 
| perhaps 
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perhaps we iy go all together into France at the 
end of the ſeaſon, and compare the liberties of both 
kingdoms. Adieu. Believe me, dear Sir, (with | 
thouſand warm wiſhes, mix'd with ſhort fighs) 
ever yours. 


To Mr. Popz. 


Dublin, May 1, 1733. 


13 your letter the ſooner becauſe I have; 
particular reaſon for doing ſo. Some weeks ag 
came over a Poem call'd, The Life and Character g 
Dr. S. written by himſelf, it was re-printed hers, 
and is dedicated to you. It is grounded upon : 
maxim in Rochefoucault, and the dedication afte: 
a formal ſtory ſays, that my manner of writing is 
to be found in every line. I believe I have told you, 
that I writ a year or two ago near five hundred line: 
upon the ſame maxim in Rochefoucault, and ws 


{wor 
a long time about it, as that impoſtor ſays in his | you 
dedication, with many circumſtances, all pure in- you 
vention. I deſire you to believe, and to tell my 


friends, that in this ſpurious piece there is not a fin- 
gle line, or bit of a line, or, thought, any way re- 
ſembling the genuine copy, any more than it does 
Virgil's Æneis, for I never gave a copy of mine, 
nor lent it out of my fight. And although I ſhewd 
it to all common acquaintance indifferently, and 
ſome of them, (eſpecially one or two females) had 
got many lines by heart, here and there, and fe- 

2 peated 
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[2 peated them often ; yet it happens that not one ſin- 


; ole line or thought is contained in this impoſture, 


although it appears that they who counterfeited me, 


had heard of the true one. But even this trick 
bal not provoke me to print the true one, which 

adeed is not proper to be ſeen till I can be ſeen 
1 more: I therefore deſite you will undeceive my 
Freude and I will order an advertiſement to be 


| printed here, and tranſmit it to England, that every 
body may know the deluſion, Dif acquit me, as I 
am ſure you muſt have done yourſelf, if you have 
| had any part of it, which is mean, and trivial, and 
full of that cant that I moſt deſpiſe : I would fink to 
| be a vicar in Norfolk rather than be charged with 
ſuch a performance. Now I come to your letter. 


When I was of your age, I thought every day of 


| death, but now every minute; and a continual gid- 
dy diſorder more or leſs is a greater addition chan 
chat of my years. I cannot affirm that I pity our 
b friend Gay, but I pity his friends, I pity you, and 
E: would at leaſt equally pity myſelf, if I liv'd among 
you; becauſe I ſhould have ſeen him oftner than 
you did, who are a kind of hermit, how great a 
noiſe ſoever you make by your ill- nature in not let- 
| ting the honeſt villains of the times enjoy themſelves 
in this world, which is their only happineſs, and 
4 terrifying them with another. I ſhould have added 
in my libel, that of all men living, you are the moſt 
happy in your enemies and your friends: and I will 
b wear you have fifty times more charity for mankind 
3 than I could ever pretend to, Whether the pro- 


duction 
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duction you mention came from the Lady or the 
Lord, I did not imagine that they were at 1,3 | 
ſo bad verſifiers. Therefore, * facit indignatio ver. 
fus, is only to be apply'd when the indignation j i 
againſt general villainy, and never operates when 
ſome ſort of people write to defend themſelves. | 
love to hear them reproach you for dullneſs, only] 
would be ſatisfy d ſince you are ſo dull, why are they Wi 
fo angry? give me a ſhilling, and I will enſure you, iſ end 
that poſterity ſhall never know you had one ſingle ſf * 
enemy, excepting thoſe whoſe memory you hay = 
preſerv'd. boo 
I am ſorry for the ſituation of Mr. Gay's papers, 
You do not exert yourſelf as much as I could wih 
in this affair. I had rather the two ſiſters wer . 
hang'd than to ſee his works ſwell'd by any loſs of RF 
credit to his memory. I would be glad to ſee the 
moſt valuable printed by themſelves, thoſe which 
ought not to be ſeen, burn'd immediately, and the 
others that have gone abroad, printed ſeparately lik: 
opuſcula, or rather be ſtifled and forgotten. | 
thought your Epitaph was immediately to be en- 
gray'd, and therefore I made lefs ſcruple to give 
copy to Lord Orrery, who earneſtly defir'd it, but 
to no body elſe; and he tells me, he gave only two 
which he will recall. I have a ſhort Epigram of 
his upon it, wherein I would correct a line, or two 
at moſt, and then I will fend it you, with his per- 
miſſion, I have nothing againſt yours, but the laſt 
line, Striking their aching, the two participles, as they 


* Indignation produces rer{-s. 
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ate ſo near, ſeem to ſound too like. I ſhall write 
to the Ducheſs, who has lately honoured me with 
| a very friendly letter, and I will tell her my opinion 
freely about our friend's papers. I want health, and 
my affairs are enlarged : but I will break through 
the latter, if the other mends. I can uſe a courſe 
of medicines, lame and giddy. My chief deſign, 
next to ſeeing you, is to be a ſevere critick on you 
and your neighbour ; but firſt kill his father, that 
he may be able to maintain me in my own way of 
Biving, and particularly my horſes. It coſt me near 
bool. for a wall to keep mine, and I never ride 
Vithout two ſervants for fear of accidents; * Hie 
vivimus ambitioſa paupertate. You are both too 
poor for my acquaintance, but he much the poorer. 
With you I ſhall find graſs, and wine, and ſervants, 
but with him not. — The collection you ſpeak of is 
this. A printer came to me to deſire he might print 
ny works (as he call'd them) in four volumes by 
. ubſcription. I faid I would give no leave, and 
ſhould be ſorry to ſee them printed here. He ſaid 
Whey could not be printed in London; I anſwer'd, 
hey could, if the partners agreed. He faid, * he 
would be glad of my permiſſion, but as he could 
print them without it, and was advis d that it 
could do me no harm, and having been aſſur'd of 
numerous ſubſcriptions, he hoped I would not 
de angry at his purſuing his own intereſt,” &c. 
Much of this diſcourſe paſt, and he goes on with 
1 he matter, wherein I determine not to intermeddle, 


Here we live in an ambitious poverty. 


Vox. XIV. E though 
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though it be much to my diſcontent ; and I wiſh 
it could be done in England, rather than here, al. 
though I am grown pretty indifferent in every thing 
of that kind. This is the truth of the ſtory. 

My vanity turns at preſent on being perſonated in 
your gue virtus, &&c. You will obſerve in this let. 
ter many marks of an ill head and a low ſpirit ; but 
a heart wholly turned to love you with the greateſt 
earneſtneſs and truth. 


Mr. PoE to Dr. SwiFT. 


May 28, 1733. 


Have begun two or three letters to you by ſnatch- 
es, and been prevented from finiſhing them by 

a thouſand avocations and diſſipations. I muſt fir 
acknowledge the honour done me by Lord Orrery, 
whoſe praiſes are that precious ointment Solomon 
ſpeaks of, which can be given only by men of virtue: 
all other praiſe, whether from poets or peers, is con- 
temptible alike : and I am old enough and experi- 
enced enough to know, that the only praiſes worth 
having, are thoſe beſtowed by virtue for virtue. My 
poetry I abandon to the criticks, my morals I com- 
mit to the teſtimony of thoſe who know me: and 
therefore I was more pleas'd with your libel, than 
with any verſes I ever receiv'd. I wiſh ſuch a col- 
lection of your writings could be printed here, 5 
you mention going on in Ireland. I was ſurprized 
to receive from the printer that ſpurious piece calls, 
1 The 


© The Life and Character of Dr. Swift, with a letter 
| J telling me the perſon who = publiſh'd it had aſ- 
= « ſurd him the dedication to me was what I would 
c not take ill, or elſe he would not have printed it.” 
= 1 can't tell who the man is, who took fo far upon 


bim as to anſwer for my way of thinking; tho” 
| 4 had the thing been genuine, I ſhould hive been 
; greatly diſpleas'd at the publiſher's part, in doing it 
E without your knowledge. 

; I am as earneſt as you can be, in doing my beſt 
3 to prevent the publiſhing of any thing unworthy 
of Mr. Gay; but I fear his friends partiality. I 
= wiſh you would come over. All the myſteries of 
my philoſophical work ſhall then be clear'd to you, 
and you will not think that I am merry enough, nor 
angry enough: It will not want for fatire, but as 
for anger I know it not; or at leaſt only that fort 
of which the Apoſtle ſpeaks, © Be ye angry and fin 


. 55 


ene 4 


RN . 
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= My neighbour's writings have been metaphyſical, 
and will next be hiſtorical. It is certainly from him 
only, that a valuable hiſtory of Europe in theſe lat- 
ter times can be expected. Come, and quicken 
him; for age, indolence, and contempt of the world, 

W grow upon men apace, and may often make the 
5 wiſeſt indifferent whether poſterity be any wiſer than 
ve. To a man in years, health and quiet become 
ſuch rarities, and conſequently ſo valuable, that he 
is apt to think of nothing more than of enjoying 
them whenever he can, for the remainder of life; 
1 Ja. and 
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and this I doubt not has caus'd ſo many great me i. 
to die without leaving a ſcrap to poſterity. 

I am ſincerely troubled for the bad account yu iſ 
give of your own health. I wiſh every day to hex 
a better, as much as I do to enjoy my own, I faith. 
fully aſſure you. | 


From Dr. Swir r. 


Dublin, July 8, 1733: of® 

Muſt condole with you for the loſs of Mrs. Pope, 

of whoſe death the papers have been full. But 
would rather rejoice with you, becauſe if any ci: 
cumſtances can make the death of a dear parent 
and friend a ſubject for joy, you have them all. She 
died in an extreme old age, without pain, unde 
the care of the moſt dutiful ſon that I have eve 
known or heard of, which is a felicity not happen- 
ing to one in a million. The worſt effect of he 
death falls upon me, and fo much the worſe, be- 
cauſe I expected & aliguis damno uſus in illo, that it 
would be followed by making me and this kingdom 
happy with your preſence. But I am told to my 
great misfortune, that a very convenient offer hap- ̃re a 
pening, you waved the invitation preſſed on you, a- ee a 
ledging the fear you had of being killed here with Wi 
eating and drinking. By which I find that you hare 
given ſome credit to a notion of our great plenty and 
hoſpitality. It is true, our meat and wine is cheap- 


* Some advantage in that loſs. 
et 
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er here, as it is always in the pooreſt countries, be- 
cauſe there is no money to pay for them : I believe 
| Where are not in this whole city three gentlemen out 
f employment, who are able to give entertain- 
nents once a month. Thoſe who are in employ- 
. ents of church or ſtate, are three parts in four 
rom England, and amount to little more than a 
| : dozen: thoſe indeed may once or twice invite their 
riends, or any perſon of diſtinction that makes a 
Poyage hither. All my acquaintance tell me, they 
Know not above three families where they can oc- 
E:fonally dine in a whole year: Dr. Delany is the 
I i paly gentleman I know, who keeps one certain day 
Wn the week to entertain ſeven or eight friends at 
I Pinner, and to paſs the evening, where there is no- 
£ ſWhing of exceſs, either in eating or drinking. Our 
ld friend Southern (who has juſt left us) was in- 
1 ited to dinner once or twice by a judge, a biſhop, 
Ir a commiſſioner of the revenues, but moſt fre- 
q Huented a few particular friends, and chiefly the 
7 Doctor, who is eaſy in his fortune, and very hoſ- 
bt table, The conveniences of taking the air, win. 
Wer or ſummer, do far exceed thoſe in London, For 
e two large ſtrands juſt at two edges of the town, 
3 re as firm and dry in winter, as in ſummer. There 
Ne at leaſt ſix or eight gentlemen of ſenſe, learning, 
Nood- humour and taſte, able and deſirous to pleaſe 
2 ou, and orderly females, ſome of the better ſort, 
b o take care of you. Theſe were the motives that 
Tae frequently made uſe of to entice you hither. 
ad there would be no failure among the beſt peo- 
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now too late, Neither can I have conveniencies in 
the country for three horſes and two ſervants, and 
many others which I have here at hand. I am ont 
of the governors of all the hackney-coaches, cartz 
and carriages round this town, who dare not inſul 
me like your raſcally Waggoners or coachmen, but 
give me the way; ; nor is there one Lord or Squire 
for a hundred of yours, to turn me out of the road, 


ple here, of any honours that could be done you, Nor h. 
As to myſelf, I declare my health is ſo uncertain bf ye 
that I dare not venture among you at preſent, | our 
hate the thoughts of London, where I am not rich mt 
enough to live otherwiſe than by ſhifting, which i; MF 1; 


Shave 
or run over me with their coaches and ſix. Thu, . 
I make ſome advantage of the public poverty, and . 
give you the reaſons for what I once writ, why! * 


chooſe to be a freeman among ſlaves, rather than: 
ſlave among freemen. Then, I walk the ſtreets i 
peace without being juſtled, nor ever without: 
thouſand bleſſings from my friends the vulgar. | 


am Lord Mayor of 120 houſes, I am abſolute Loi 70. 
of the greateſt cathedral in the kingdom, am at pe .1.;. 
with the neighbouring princes, the Lord Mayor «We vex 
the city, and the Arch-biſhop of Dublin; only tht 5 
latter, like the K. of France, ſometimes attempt no 
encroachments on my dominions, as old Lewis di nor 
upon Lorrain. In the midſt of this raillery, I cu In 
tell you with ſeriouſneſs, that theſe advantages com you 
tribute to my eaſe, and therefore I value then tn 
And in one part of your letter relating to Lord Bi op} 
Jingbroke and yourſelf, you agree with me entiteh of 


abput the indifference, the love. of quiet, the oi 
q 
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bf health, &c. that grow upon men in years. And 


f you diſcover thoſe inclinations in my Lord and 
Sourlelf, what can you expect from me, whoſe 
health is ſo precarious ? and yet at your or his time 
of life, I could have leap'd over the moon. 


From Mr. PopE to Dr. SwirFT. 


Sept. 1, 1733- 


| ju every day wiſh'd to write to you, to ſay a 
I thouſand things; and yet I think I ſhould not 
* writ to you now, if I was not ſick of writing 
ay thing, ſick of myſelf, and (what is worſe) ſick 
Wof my friends too. The world is become too buſy 
for me; every body is ſo concern'd for the publick, 
chat all private enjoyments are loſt, or diſ-reliſh'd. 
b [ write more to ſhew you I am tired of this life, 
chan to tell you any thing relating to it. I live as I 
did, I think as I did, I love you as I did: but all 
WW theſe are to no purpoſe : the world will not live, 
W think, or love, as I do. I am troubled for, and 
We vexed at, all my friends by turns. Here are ſome 
hom you love, and who love you; yet they receive 
no proofs of that affection from you, and they give 
none of it to you. There is a great gulph between. 
In carneſt, I would go a thouſand miles by land to ſee 
& you, but the ſea I dread. My ailments are ſuch, 
chat I really believe a ſea-fickneſs, (conſidering the 
& oppreſſion of cholical pains, and the great weakneſs 
E of wy breaſt) would kill me: and if I did not die 
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of that, I muſt of the exceſſive eating and drinking 
of your hoſpitable town, and the exceſſive flattery 
of your moſt poetical country. I hate to be cramm d 
cither way. Let your hungry poets, and your rhym. 
ing peers digeſt it, I cannot. I like much better ty 
be abuſed and half-ſtarved, than to be ſo over-praiſ. 
ed and over- fed. Drown Ireland] for having caught 
you, and for having kept you: I only reſerve a lit. 
tle charity for her, for knowing your value, and ef. 
teeming you : you are the only patriot I know, 
who is not hated for ſerving his country. The man 
who drew your character and printed it here, wa 
not much in the wrong in many things he ſaid of 
you: yet he was a very impertinent fellow, for fay- 3 N 
ing them in words quite different from thoſe you 
had yourſelf employed before on the ſame ſubject: 
for ſurely to alter your words is ta prejudice them; 
and I have been told, that a man himſelf can hardly 
ſay the ſame thing twice over with equal happineſs; 
Nature is ſo much a better thing than artifice. 

I have written nothing this year: it is no affeQa. 
tion to tell you, my mother's loſs has turned my 
frame of thinking. The habit of a whole life is a 

ſtronger thing than all the reaſon in the world. | 
know I ought to be eaſy, and to be free; but I am i 
dejected, I am confined: my whale amuſement i f u 
in reviewing my paſt life, not in laying plans for i 
my future, I wiſh you cared as little for popular 
applauſe as I; as little for any nation in contradis- 
tinction to others, as I; and then I fancy, you that 
are not afraid of the ſea, you that are a ſtronger man 
at £xty than ever I was at twenty, would come and 
| {ee 


FROM- DR. SWIPT, Se. 153 


ee feral people who are (at laſt) like the primitive 
briſtians, of one ſoul and of one mind. The day 
come, which I have often wiſhed, but never 
Whought to ſee; when every mortal mat! eſteem is 
Lf the fame ſentiment in politicks and in religion. 


3 Adieu. All you love, are yours, but all are buſy, 
cept (dear Sir) your ſincere friend, 


Mr. Poyz to Dr. Swirr. 


4 Jan. 6, 1734. 
WT Never think of you and can never write to you, 
; without drawing many of thoſe ſhort ſighs of 
Which we have formerly talk'd : the reflection both 
r the friends we have been depriv'd of by death, 
1 C.. of thoſe from whom we are ſeparated almoſt as 
0 nal by abſence, checks me to that degree, that 
Wt takes away in a manner the pleaſure (which yet 
W fell very ſenſibly too) of thinking I am now con- 
| erſing with you. You have been ſilent to me as 
q d your works ? whether thoſe printed here are, or 
Ne not genuine? but one I am ſure is yours; and 
1 our method of concealing yourſelf puts me in mind 
q 4 the Indian bird I have read of, who hides his 
. in a hole, while all his feathers and tail ſtick 
ut, You'll have immediately by ſeveral franks 
eren before tis here publiſh'd) my Epiſtle to Lord 
| obham, part of my Opus Magnum, and the laſt 
FIN on Man; both which I conclude will be grate- 
ful 
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ful to your bookſeller on wha you pleaſe to beſtow 
them early. There is a woman's war declar' 
againſt me. by a certain Lord ; his weapons are the 
fame which women and children uſe, a pin to ſcratch, 
and a ſquirt to beſpatter: I writ a ſort of anſwer, 
but was aſhamed to enter the liſts with him, and after 
ſhewing it to ſome people, ſuppreſt it: otherwiſe it 
was ſuch as was worthy of him, and worthy of me, 
T was three weeks this autumn with Lord Peterbo- 
row, who rejoices in your doings, and always ſpeak: 
with the greateſt affection of you. I need not tell 
you who elſe do the ſame, you may be ſure almoſt 
all thoſe whom I ever ſee, or deſire to ſee. I won- 
der not that B paid you no ſort of civility while 
he was in Ireland ; he is too much a half-wit to low 
a true wit, and too much half-honeſt, to eſteem any 
entire merit, I hope and think he hates me toy, 

and I will do my beſt to make him: he is ſo ina. 
portably inſolent in his civility to me when he meet | 
me at one third place, that I muſt affront him u gi 
be rid of it. That ſtrict neutrality as to public 
parties, which I have conſtantly obſerv'd in all n 
writings, I think gives me the more title to attaci 
ſuch men, as ſlander and belie my character in pr: 
vate, to thoſe who know me not. Yet even this 
a liberty I ſhall never take, unleſs at the ſame tim: 
they are peſts of private ſociety, or miſchievou 
members of the publick, that is to ſay, unleſs the 
are enemies to all men as well as to me.—Pray wil 
to me when you can: if ever I can come to you, 
will: if not, may Providence be our friend and q q 
; out 
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1 uard thro this ſimple world, where nothing is vas. 
Juable, but ſenſe and friendſhip. Adieu, dear Sir, 
may health attend your years, and then may many 
ears be added to you. 


p. s. 1 am juſt now told a very curious Lady in- 

tends to write to you to pump you about ſome. 
poems faid to be yours. Pray tell her, that you 
have not anſwered me on the fame queſtions, and 
chat I ſhall take it as a thing never to be forgiven 
rom you, if you tell another what you have con- 
ceal'd from me. 


Mr. Pop to Dr. SwiFT. 


Sept. 15, 1734. 
Have ever thought you as ſenſible as any man [I 


knew, of all the delicacies of friendſhip ; and 
C..: fear (from what Lord B. tells me you ſaid in 


— 
<> 


| Hour laſt letter) that you did not quite underſtand 
" che reaſon of my late filence, I aſſure you it pro- 
h 1 ceeded wholly from the tender kindneſs I bear you. 


When the heart is full, it is angry at all words that 
cannot come up to it; and you are now the man in 
b all the world I am moſt troubled to write to, for you 
Kare the friend I have left whom I am moſt grieved 
about. Death has not done worſe to me in ſepara- 
ing poor Gay, or any other, than diſeaſe and ab- 
| 856 in dividing us. I am afraid to know how you 
do, ſince moſt accounts I have give me pain for you, 
Lind I am unwilling to tell you the condition of my 
Own 
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own health. If it were good, I would ſee you; 
and yet if I found you in that very condition of 
deafneſs, which made you fly from us while we 


were together, what comfort could we derive from 
it? In writing often I ſhould find great relief, could 


we write freely; and yet when I have done fo, you 


ſeem by not anſwering in a very long time, to feel 
either the ſame uneaſineſs I do, or to abſtain from 
ſome prudential reaſon. Yet I am ſure, nothing that 
you and I wou'd ſay to each other, (tho' our whole 
ſouls were to be laid open to the clerks of the poſt 


office) could hurt either of us ſo much, in the opinion 


of any honeſt man or good ſubject, as the inter- 
vening, officious, impertinence of thoſe goers-be- 
tween us, who in England pretend to intimacies 
with you, and in Ireland to intimacies with me. [ 
cannot but receive any that call upon me in your 
name, and in truth they take it in vain too often. 
I take all opportunities of juſtifying you againſt 
theſe friends, eſpecially thoſe who know all you 
think and write, and repeat your ſlighter verſes. It 
is generally on ſuch little ſcraps that Witlings feed; 
and 'tis hard the world ſhould judge of our houſe- 
keeping from what we fling to the out dogs, yet this 
is often the conſequence. But they treat you till 
worſe, mix their own with yours, print them to get 
money, and lay them at your door. This I am ſa- 
tisfied was the caſe in the Epiſtle to a Lady; it was 


juſt the ſame hand (if I have any judgment in ſtile) 


which printed your Life and Character before, which 
you ſo ſtrongly diſ-avow'd in your letters to Lord 
ST Gt Carteret, 
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Carteret, myſelf, and others. I was very well in- 
formed of another fact which convinced me yet 
more; the ſame perſon who gave this to be printed, 
© offer'd to a bookſeller a piece in proſe of yours, and 
as commiſſion d by you, which has fince appear'd 
and been own'd to be his own. I think (I fay once 
more) that I know your hand, tho you did not mine 
in the Eſſay on Man. I beg your pardon for not 
F © telling you, as I ſhould, had you been in England: 
| but no ſecret can croſs your Iriſh Sea, and every clerk 
in the poſt- office had known it. I fancy, tho' you 
$ loſt fight of me in the firſt of thoſe Eflays, you ſaw 
3 me in the ſecond. The deſign of concealing myſelf 
vas good, and had its full effect: I was thought a 
E Divine, a Philoſopher, and what not? and my doctrine 
1 bad a ſanction I could not have given to it. Whe- 
ther I can proceed in the fame grave march like Lu- 
cretius, or muſt deſcend to the gaieties of Horace, I 
3 know not, or whether I can do either ? but be the 
E future as it will, I ſhall collect all the paſt in one fair 
Juarto this winter, and ſend it you, where you will 
find frequent mention of your ſelf, I was glad you 
ſuffer' d your writings to be collected more completely 
chan hitherto, in the volumes I daily expect from 
klieland; I wiſh it had been in more pomp, but 
3 hat will be done by others : yours are beauties, that 
enn never be too finely dreſt, for they will ever be 
W young. I have only one piece of mercy to beg of 
ou; do not laugh at my gravity, but permit me 
o wear the beard of a Philoſopher, till I pull it 
off, and make a jeſt of it myſelf, Tis juſt what 


my 
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my Lord Bolingbroke is doing with Metaphyſicks 
I hope, you will live to ſee, and ſtare at the learne 
figure he will make, on the fame ſhelf with Locks 
and Malbranche. 

You ſee how I talk to you (for this is not writing) 
if you like I ſhould do fo, why not tell me fo? if 
it be the leaſt pleaſure to you, I will write once: 
a week moſt gladly : but can you abſtract the letter 
from the perſon who writes them, ſo far, as not b 
feel more vexation in the thought of our ſeparation, 
and thoſe misfortunes which occaſion it, than ſatis 
faction in the nothings he can expreſs? If you can, 
really and from my heart, I cannot. I return again 
to melancholy. Pray however tell me, is it a fatis 
faction? that will make it one to me: and we wil 
think alike, as friends ought, and you ſhall hear from 
me punctually juſt when you will. 


P. S. Our friend who is juſt returned from 1 
progreſs of three months, and is ſetting out in three 
days with me for the Bath, where he will ſtay til 
towards the middle of October, left this letter with 
me yeſterday, and I cannot ſeal and diſpatch it til 
I have ſcribled the remainder of this page full. He 
talks very pompouſly of my Metaphyſicks, and 
places them in a very honourable ſtation. It is trut 
I have writ ſix letters and an half to him on ſubje 
of that kind, and I propoſe a letter and an half 
more, which would ſwell the whole up to a confidet- 
able volume. But he thinks me fonder of the name 


of an Author than I am. When he and you, and 
one 
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one or two other friends have ſeen them, * ſati 

eee Theatrum mihi eſtis, I ſhall not have the 
nch of making them more publick. I know how 
5 ou regard you pay to writings of this kind: but I 
imagine that if you can like any ſuch, it muſt be 
© thoſe that ſtrip Metaphyſicks of all their bombaſt, 

keep within the ſight of every well-conftituted eye, 
and never bewilder themſelves while they pretend to 
1 guide the reaſon of others. I writ to you a long 
E 1 letter ſometime ago, and ſent it by the poſt. Did 
5 it come to your hands? or did the inſpectors of 
© private correſpondence ſtop it, to revenge themſelves 
of the ill faid of them in it? ＋ vale & me ama. 

3 BOLINGBROKE. 


From Dr. Swirr. 


Nov. 1, 1734. 


Have yours with my Lord B——'s Poſtſcript of 
= 4 September 15, it was long on its way, and for 
| © fome weeks after the date I was very ill with my 
| two inveterate diſorders, giddineſs and deafneſs. The 
2 T latter is pretty well off, but the other makes me 
totter towards evenings, and much diſpirits me. 
but I continue to ride and walk, both of which, 
E ore they be no cures, are at leaſt amuſements. 
I did never imagine you to be either inconſtant, or to 
want right notions of friendſhip, but I apprehend 
= your want of health; and it has been a frequent 
Vonder to me how you have been able to entertain 


* You are a ſufficient audience for me. 
+ Farewel and love me, 
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the world ſo long, fo frequently, ſo happily, unde, 
ſo many bodily diſorders. My Lord Bolingbroh 
lays you have , been three months rambling, which 
is the beſt thing you can poſſibly do in a ſumme; 
ſeaſon 3 and when the winter recalls you, we vil 
for our own intereſts leave you to your ſpeculations, 
God be thanked I have done with every thing, ani 
of every kind, that requires writing, except noy 
and then a letter; or, like a true old man, {cribling 
trifles only fit for children or ſchool-boys of the 
| loweſt claſs at beſt, which three or four of us rex 
and laugh at to day, and burn, to morrow. Yet, 
what is ſingular, I never am without ſome grea 
work in view, enough to take up forty years of the 
moſt vigorous healthy man : although I am convinced 
that I ſhall never be able to finiſh three Treatiſe, 
that have lain by me ſeveral years, and want nothing 
but correction. My Lord B. faid in his poſtſcript 
that you would go to Bath in three days; we fince 
heard that you were dangerouſly ill there, and thit 
the news-mongers gave you over. But a gentleman 
of this kingdom, on his return from Bath, aſſured 
me he left you well, and fo did ſome others whom 
I have forgot. I am ſorry at my heart that you ar 
peſtered with people who come in my name, and! 
profeſs to you, it is without my knowledge. I am 
confident I ſhall hardly ever have occaſion again to 
recommend, for my friends here are very few, and fixed 
to the free-hold, from whence nothing but deati 
will remove them. Surely I never doubted abolt 


your Eſſay on Man; and I would lay any odds, that 
I would 
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I would never fail to diſcover you in fix lines, unleſs 
F you had a mind to write below, or beſide your ſelf, 
Won purpoſe. I confeſs I did never imagine you were 
Wo deep in morals, or that ſo many new and excellent 
rules could be produced fo advantageouſly and agree- 
ably in that ſcience, from any one head. I confeſs 
In ſome few places I was forced to read twice; I 
| believe I told you before what the Duke of Dorſet 
nid to me on that occaſion, how a judge here, who 
| 5 nows you, told him, that on the firſt reading thoſe 
fſays, he was much pleaſed, but found ſome lines 
little dark: on the ſecond, moſt of them clear d up, 
Wand his pleaſure increas'd : on the third, he had no 
doubt remain'd, and then he admir'd the whole. 
My Lord Bolingbroke's attempt of reducing Meta- 
Phyſicks to intelligible ſenſe and uſefulneſs, will be a 
lorious undertaking ; and as I never knew him fail 
Wn any thing he attempted, if he had the ſole manage- 
Wnent, ſo I am confident he will ſucceed in this. I 
eſire you will allow that I write to you both at 
Peeſent, and fo I ſhall while I live: it faves your 
L oney, and my time; and he being your genius, 
Wo matter to which it is addreſſed. I am happy 
What what you write is printed in large letters; other- 
ik between the weakneſs of ny eyes, and the 
Whickneſs of my heating, I ſhould loſe the greateſt 
pleaſure that is left me. Pray command my Lord 
— to follow that example, if I live to read his 
Netaphyſicks. Pray God bleſs you both. I had a 
F elancholy account from the Doctor of his health. 
will anſwer his letter as ſoon as I can, I am ever 


3 


2 


Entirely yours. 


. M Mr. 
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Mr. PoE to Dr. Swit rt. 


Twitenham, Dec. 19, 1724, 


Am truly ſorry for any complaint you have, any 
it is in regard to the weakneſs of your eyes that! 
write (as well as print) in folio. You'll think (| 
know you will, for you have all the candor of: 
good underſtanding) that the thing which men d 
our age feel the moſt, is the friendſhip of our equal; 
and that therefore whatever affects thoſe who are ſtep 
a few years before us, cannot but ſenſibly affect u 
who are to follow. It troubles me to hear you com- 
plain of your memory, and if I am in any part d 
my conſtitution younger than you, it will be in ny 
remembering every thing that has pleaſed me in you, 
longer than perhaps you will. The two ſummer 
we paſt together dwell always on my mind, like 1 
viſion which gave me a glimpſe of a better life ] 
better company, than this world otherwiſe afforded. Wi 
I am now an individual, upon whom no other d 
pends; and may go where I will, if the wretchelii 
carcaſe I am annex'd to did not hinder me. I am-. 
bled by very eaſy journies this year to Lord Bathurl, 
and Lord Peterborow, who upon every occaſion 
commemorate, love, and wiſh for you. I now pai 
my days between Dawley, London, and this place; 
not ſtudious, nor idle; rather poliſhing old work 
than hewing out new. I redeem now and then 
paper that has been abandon'd ſeveral years ; ow I 
Wo | 

I E 
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E this ſort you'll ſoon ſee one, which I inſcribe to our 
old friend Arbuthnot. 

Thus far I had written, and thinking to finiſh 
my letter the ſame evening, was prevented by com- 
pany, and the next morning found my ſelf in a 
fever, highly diforder'd, and fo continu'd in bed for 
Eve days, and in my chamber till now; but fo well 
Wtecover'd as to hope to go abroad to morrow, even 
yy the advice of Dr. Arbuthnot. He himſelf, poor 
nan, is much broke, tho' not worſe than for theſe 
wo laſt months he has been. He took extremely 
Wind your letter. I wiſh to God we could once 
neet again, before that ſeparation, which yet I would 
be glad to believe ſhall re- unite us: but he who 
Wade us, not for ours but his purpoſes, knows only 
Whether it be for the better or the worſe, that the 
ffections of this life ſhould, or ſhould not continue 
Into the other: and doubtleſs it is as it ſhould be. 
et I am ſure that while I am here, and the thing 
What I am, I ſhall be imperfe& without the com- 
Wunication of ſuch friends as you: you are to me 
Wike a limb loſt, and buried in another country ; 
Wo we ſeem quite divided, every accident makes me 
el you were once a part of me. I always conſider 
eu ſo much as a friend, that I forget you are an 
Wuthor, perhaps too much; but 'tis as much as T 
EFould defire you would do to me. However, if 1 
Would inſpirit you to beſtow correction upon thoſe 
ee Treatiſes which you ſay are ſo near completed, 
ſhould think it a better work than any I can pretend 
of my own. I am almoſt at the end of my mo- 
| M 2 rals;: 
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rals, as I've been, long ago, of my wit; my ſyſte 
is a ſhort one, and my circle narrow. Imagination 
has no limits, and that is a ſphere in which you my 
move on to eternity; but where one is confined tg 
truth (or to ſpeak more like a human creature, to the 
appearances of truth) we ſoon find the ſhortneſs of our 
tether. Indeed by the help of a metaphyſical chain 
of ideas, one may extend the circulation, go round 
and round for ever, without making any progrek 
beyond the point to which Providence has pinn'd 
us: but this does not ſatisfy me, who would rathe 
ſay a little to no purpoſe, than a great deal. Lot 
Bolingbroke is voluminous, but he is voluminou 
only to deſtroy volumes. I ſhall not live, I fear, u 
ſee that work printed; he is ſo taken up till, (i 
ſpite of the monitory hint given in the firſt line d 
my Eſſay) with particular men, that he negle& 
mankind, and is ſtill a creature of this world, not 
of the univerſe : this World, which is a name wt 
give to Europe, to England, to Ireland, to London, 
to Dublin, to the Court, to the Caſtle, and fo di- 
miniſhing, till it comes to our own affairs, and out 
own perſons. When you write (either to him or tt 
me, for we accept it all as one) rebuke him for 1t 
as a Divine if you like it, or as a Badineur, if you 
think that more effectual. 
What I write will ſhew you that my head is ye 
weak. I had written to you by that gentleman fron 
the Bath, but I did not know him, and every bod! 
that comes from Ireland pretends to be a friend d 


the Dean's, I am always glad to ſee any that a 
| trulſ 
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ru ſo, and therefore do not miſtake any thing J 
ſaid, ſo as to diſcourage your ſending any ſuch to 
1 me. Adieu. 


From Dr. Swir r. 


May 12, 1735. 


OUR letter was ſent me yeſterday by Mr. 
Stopford, who landed the ſame day, but I 
War not yet ſeen him. As to my filence, God 

knows it is my great misfortune. My little do- 
Jeck affafrs are in great confuſion by the villainy 
of agents, and the miſeries of this kingdom, where 
chere i is no money to be had: nor am I unconcerned 
to ſee all things tending towards abſolute power, in 
both nations (it is here in Perfection already) al- 
ob I ſhall not live to ſee it eſtabliſhed. This 
condition of things, both publick, and perſonal to 
1 IInyiclf, has given me ſuch a kind of deſpondency, 
that I am almoſt unqualified for any company, di- 
WT verſion, or amuſement. The death of Mr. Gay and 
b the Doctor, have been terrible wounds near my 
heart. Their living would have been a great com- 
6 fort to me, although I ſhould never have ſeen them; 
3 like a ſum of money in a bank from which I ſhould 
receive at leaſt annual intereſt, as I do from you, and 
bare done from my Lord Bolingbroke. To ſhew 
| Þ in how much ignorance I live, it is hardly a fort- 
night fince I heard of the death of my Lady Maſliam, 
my conſtant friend in all changes of times. God 
bid that I ſhould expect you to make a voyage 
M 3 that 


166 LETTERS TO AND 


| 
that would in the leaſt affect your health: but in the 
mean time how unhappy am I, that my beſt friend 
ſhould have perhaps the only kind of diforder, fo 
which a ſea-voyage 1s not in ſome degree a remedy, 
The old Duke of Ormond faid, he would n4 
change his dead ſon (Oſſory) for the beſt living ſon i 
in Europe. Neither would I change you my abſent 4 #0 
friend, for the beſt preſent friend round the globe. 

1 have lately read a book imputed to Lord Boling. WF 
broke, called a Diſſertation upon Parties. I think i | 
very maſterly written, 

Pray God reward you for your kind prayers: | 
believe your prayers will do me more good than 
thoſe of all the Prelates in both kingdoms, or an 
Prelates in Europe, except the Biſhop of Marſeilles 
And God preſerve you for contributing more to mend 
the world, than the whole pack of (modern) Parſon 
in a lump. 

I am ever entirely yours, 


From Dr. SwiFT, 


4 Sept. 3, 1735. I ci 
IIIs letter will be delivered to you by Faulk- Wi 

ner the printer, who goes over on his pt 

vate affairs. This is an anſwer to yours of two 
months ago, which complains of that profligat 
fellow Curl. I heartily with you were what the) 
call diſaffected, as I am. I may ſay as David did, 
have finned greatly, but what have theſe ſheep done: 
You haye given no offence to the Miniſtry, nor t 


the 
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dhe Lords, nor Commons, nor Queen, nor the next 
in power. For you are a man of virtue, and there- 
E ore muſt abhor vice and all corruption, although 
© your diſcretion holds the reins. You need not 
fear any conſequence in the commerce that has ſo 
long paſſed between us; although I never de- 
E ſtroy'd one of your letters. But my Executors 
e are men of honour and virtue, who have ſtrict 
C orders i in my will to burn every letter left behind 
„% me.” Neither did our letters contain any turns 
F wit, or fancy, or politicks, or fatire, but mere 
innocent friendſhip; yet I am loth that any letters, 
I from you, and a very few other friends, ſhould die 
before me; I believe we neither of us ever leaned 
our head upon our left hand to ſtudy what we ſhould 
@ write next; yet we have held a conſtant intercourſe 
from your youth and my middle age, and from your 
middle age it muſt be continued till my death, which 
4 my bad ſtate of health makes me expect ev'ry month. 
have the ambition, and it is very earneſt as well as 
FX in haſte, to have one Epiſtle inſcribed to me while I 
am alive, and you juſt in the time when wit and wiſ- 
dom are in the height. . I muſt once more repeat 
© Cicero's defire to a friend; Orna me. A month ago 
were ſent me over by a friend of mine, the works of 
John Hughes, Eſq; they are in verſe and proſe. I 
never heard of the man in my life, yet I find your 
name as a ſubſcriber too. He is too grave a Poet 
for me, and I think among the nediocribus in proſe 
W 25 well as verſe. I have the honour to know Dr. 
W Rundle ; he is indeed worth all the reſt you ever ſent 
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us, but that is ſaying nothing, for he anſwers your 
character ; I have dined thrice in his company. He 
brought over a worthy clergyman of this kingdom 
as his chaplain, which was a very wiſe and Popular 
action. His only fault is, that he drinks no Wine, 
and I drink nothing elſe. 

This kingdom 1s now abſolutely ſtarving, by the 
means of every oppreſſion that can be inflicted on 
mankind—ſhall I not viſit for theſe things? faith the 
Lord. You adviſe me right, not to trouble myſelf 
about the world; but, oppreſſion tortures me, and 
I cannot live without meat and drink, nor get cither 
without money; and money is not to be had, except 
they will make me a Biſhop, or a Judge, or a Colonel, 
or a Commiſſioner of the Revenues. 


Adieu. 


From Mr. Port. 


O anſwer your queſtion as to Mr. Hughes, 

what he wanted as to genius he made up a 

an honeſt man ; but he was of the claſs you think 
him. 
I am glad you think of Dr. Rundle as I do. He 
will be an honour to the Biſhops, and a diſgrace to 
one Biſhop, two things you will like : but what you 
will like more particularly, he will be a friend and 
| benefactor even to your un-friended, un-benefited 
nation; he will be a friend to human race, whereve! 
he goes, Pray tell him my beſt wiſhes for his 
health and long life: I wiſh you and he came ove 
together, or that I were with you. I never ſaw A 
- , 5 
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man ſo ſeldom, whom I liked ſo much, as Dr. 
4 — 

Lord Peterborow I went to take a laſt leave of, at 
bis ſetting fail for Liſbon: no body can be more 
© waſted, no ſoul can be more alive. Immediately 
1 after the ſevereſt operation of being cut into the 
© bladder for a ſuppreſſion of urine, he took coach, 
| | and got from Briſtol to Southampton. This is a 
man that will neither live nor die like any other 


mortal. 

Poor Lord Peterborow ! there is another ſtring 
E loſt, that wou'd have help'd to draw you hither ! he 
order d on his death-bed his watch to be given me 
© (that which had accompanied him in all his travels) 
with this reaſon, * That I might have ſomething to 
3 put me every day in mind of him.“ It was a 
preſent to him from the King of Sicily, whoſe arms 
F and Infignia are graved on the inner-caſe; on the 
outer, I have put this inſcription. “ Viclor Ama- 
; cus, Rex Siciliæ, Dux Sabaudie, Cc. Cc. Carolo 
E | Mordaunt, Comiti de Peterborow, D. D. Car. Mor. 
© Com. de Pet. Alexandro Pope moriens legavit. 1735, 

Pray write to me a little oftener : and if there be 
a thing left in the world that pleaſes you, tell it one 
3 will partake of it. I hear with approbation 
and pleaſure, that your preſent care is to relieve the 


moſt helpleſs of this world, thoſe objects + which 
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Victor Amadeus, King of Sicily, Duke of Savoy, &c. &c. to 
Charles Mordaunt, Earl of Peterborow, made a preſent of this 
Vatch. Charles Mordaunt, Earl of Peterborow, on his death-bed 
3 | bequeathed f it as a legacy to Alexander Pope, 
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moſt want our compaſſion, tho' generally made the 
ſcorn of their fellow-creatures, ſuch as are leſs in. 
nocent than they. You always think generouſly, 
and of all charities, this is the moſt diſintereſted, and 
| leaſt vain-glorious, done to ſuch as never will thank 
you, or can praiſe you for it. 

God bleſs you with eaſe, if not with pleaſure, 
with a tolerable ſtate of health, if not with its full 
enjoyment; with a reſign'd temper of mind, if na 
a very chearful one. It is upon theſe terms I lie 
myſelf, tho' younger than you; and I repine not at 


my lot, could but the preſence of a few that I low 
be added to theſe. Adieu. 


From Dr, Swirr. 


Oct.” 21, 1735 


| 2a your letter relating to Curl, &c. I be. 
4 lieve my letters have eſcap'd being publiſh'd, be 
cauſe I writ nothing but nature and friendſhip, and 
particular incidents which could make no: figure in 
writing. I have obſerv'd that not only Voiture, but 
likewiſe Tully and Pliny writ their letters for tis 
publick view, more than for the ſake of their cor 
reſpondents ; and I am glad of it, on account of the 
entertainment they have given me. Balſac did tis 
ſame thing, but with more ſtiffneſs, and conſequent 
Jeſs diverting : now I mult tell you that you are 
look upon me as one going very faſt out of the world; 
but my fleſh and bones are to be carried to Hol y-head 


for J will not lie in a country of ſlaves. It pleaki 
| oh 
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| me to find that you begin to diſlike things in ſpite 
© of your philoſophy ; your Muſe cannot forbear her 
hints to that purpoſe. I cannot travel to ſee you; 
F | otherwiſe I ſolemnly proteſt I would do it. I have 
an intention to paſs this winter in the country with a 
Þ fiend forty miles off, and to ride only ten miles a 
day, yet is my health ſo uncertain that I fear it will 
| not be in my power. I often ride a dozen miles, 
but I come home to my own bed at night: my beſt 
E way would be to marry, for in that caſe any bed 
© would be better than my own. I found you a very 
young man, and I left you a middle aged one; you 
1 me a middle aged man, and now I am an old 
Lone. Where is my Lord ? methinks I am 
Þ caquiring after a tulip of laſt year.—“ You need 
4 not apprehend any Curll's medling with your 
letters to me; I will not deſtroy them, but have 
ordered my Executors to do that office.” I have 
s a thouſand things more to ſay, ongevitas eſt garrula, 
but I muſt remember I have other letters to write if 
have time, which I ſpend to tell you fo; I am ever 
q geareſt Sir, Your, &c. 


From Dr, Sw1FT, 


Feb. 9, 1735-6. 
Cannot properly call you my beſt friend, becauſe 1 


have not another left who deſerves the name, 
3 a havock have time, death, exile, and oblivion 
made. Perhaps you would have fewer complaints 
Nef my ill health and lowneſs of ſpirits, if they were 


I not 
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not ſome excuſe for my delay of writing even to yay, 
It is perfectly right what you ſay of the indifference 
in common friends, whether we are ſick or wel, 
happy or miſerable. The very maid- ſervants in: 
family have the ſame notion: I have heard them 
often ſay, Oh, I'm very fick, if any body cared for 
it! I am vexed when my viſiters come with the com. 
pliment uſual here, Mr. Dean 1 hope you are very 
well. My popularity that you mention is wholly 
confined to the common people, who are more con. 
ſtant than thoſe we miſcal their betters. I walk 
the ſtreets, and ſo do my lower friends, from whom 
and from whom alone, I have a thouſand hats and 
bleſſings upon old ſcores, which thoſe we call the 
Gentry have forgot. But I have not the love, « 
hardly the civility, of any one man in power d 
ſtation ; and I can boaſt that I neither viſit or an 


acquainted with any Lord Temporal or Spiritual in 
the whole kingdom; nor am able to do the leil 


good office to the moſt deſerving man, except wht 
J can diſpoſe of in my own cathedral upon a vacancy. 
What has ſunk my ſpirits more than even years and 
ſickneſs, is, reflecting on themoſtexecrablecorruption 
that run throughevery branch of publick management, 
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I heartily thank you for thoſe lines tranſlated, 
Singuia de nobis anni, &c. You have put them in! 
ſtrong and admirable light; but however I am f 
partial, as to be more delighted with thoſe Which 
are to do me the greateſt honour I ſhall ever receit 


* The circling years on human pleaſures prey, 
They ſteal my humour and my mirth away. 


from 
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rom poſterity, and will out- weigh the malignity of 
ten thouſand enemies. I never ſaw them before, by 
which it is plain that the letter you ſent me miſcar- 
yd. I do not doubt that you have choice of new 
= and ſome of them-may be deſerving: . 
lor, youth is the ſeaſon of virtue: corruptions grow 
ö ith years, and I believe the oldeſt rogue in England 
3 bis the greateſt, You have years enough before you 
to watch whether theſe new acquaintance will keep 
= virtue, when they leave you and go into the 
world; how long will their ſpirit of independency 
Wlſt againſt the temptations of future Miniſters, and 
Pfuture Kings.—As to the new Lord Lieutenant, I 
Wnever knew any of the family; ſo that I ſhall not 
be able to get any jobb done by him for any de- 
| Ping friend. 


From Dr. SwiFrT. 
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Feb 7, 1735-6. 


T is ſome time ſince I dined at the Biſhop of 
Derry's, where Mr. Secretary Cary told me with 
great concern, that you were taken very ill. I 
Whave heard nothing ſince, only I have continued in 
E great pain of mind, yet for my own ſake and the 
4 world's more than for your's; becauſe I well know 
| how little you value life, both as a Philoſopher, and 
£ Ja Chriſtian ; particularly the latter, wherein hardly 
I one in a million of us hereticks can equal you. 
f you are well recovered, you ought to be reproached 
for 


1 
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for not putting me eſpecially out of pain, who cod 
not bear the loſs of you; although we muſt be for 
ever diſtant as much as if I were in the grave, for 
which my years and continual indiſpoſition are pre. 
paring me every ſeaſon. I have ſtaid too long from 
preſſing you to give me ſome eaſe by an account of 
your health ; pray dd not uſe me ſo ill any more, 
T look upon you as an eſtate from which I receive 
my beſt annual rents, although I am never to fee it, 
Mr. Tickel was at the ſame meeting under the fame 
real concern; and ſo were a hundred others of this 
town who had never ſeen you. 
I read to the Biſhop of Derry the paragraph in 
your letter which concerned him, and his Lordſhip 
expreſt his thankfulneſs in a manner that became 
him. He is eſteemed here as a perſon of learning, 
and converſation, and humanity, but he is beloved 
by all people. WK 

I have no body now left but you: pray be ſo kind 
to out-live me, and then die as ſoon as you pleaſe, 
but without pain, and let us meet in a better place, 
if my religion will permit, but rather my virtue, 
although much unequal to yours. Pray let my 
Lord Bathurſt know how much I love him; I ſtil 
infiſt on his remembering me, although he is too 
much in the world to honour an abſent friend with 
his letters. My ſtate of health is not to boaſt of: 
my giddineſs is more or leſs too conſtant ; I ſleep 
ill, and have a poor appetite. I can as eaſily write 
a poem in the Chineſe-language as my own : I an 


as fit for matrimony as invention; and yet I have 
daily 


FROM DR. SWIFT, G. 175 


© gaily ſchemes for innumerable Eſſays in proſe, and 
= proceed ſometimes to no leſs than half a dozen lines, 
E which the next morning become waſte paper. What 
4 vexes me moſt is, that my female friends, who could 
1 bear me very well a dozen years ago, have now for- 
j ſaken me, although I am not ſo old in proportion 
to them, as I formerly was: which I can prove by 
I | acthmerick, for then I was double their age, which 
© now I am not. Pray put me out of fear as ſoon as 
Þ you can, about that ugly report of your illneſs; and 
let me know who this Cheſelden is, that has ſo lately 
| ron up in your favour? Give me alſo ſome ac- 
count of your neighbour who writ to me from 
bath: I hear he reſolves to be ſtrenuous for taking 
off the teſt; which grieves me extremely, from all 
T © the unprejudiced reaſons I ever was able to form, 
C * againſt the maxims of all wiſe chriſtian govern- 
ments, which always had ſome eſtabliſh'd religion, 
3 Wat at beſt a toleration to others. 
E Farewel my deareſt friend! ever, and upon 
4 | every account that c can create Es: and eſteem. 


Mr. Port to Dr. Swirr. 


March 25, 1736. 


I; ever I write more epiſtles in verſe, one of them 

ſhall be addreſs'd to you. I have long concerted 
F it, and begun it, but I would make what bears your 
name as finiſhed as my laſt work ought to be, that 
L is to ſay, more finiſhed than any of the reſt, The 
1 ſubject 
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ſubject is large, and will divide into four epiltte, 
which naturally follow the Eſſay on Man, vz. 1. 0f 
the Extent and Limits of Human Reaſon and Sci. 
ence. 2. A View of the uſeful and therefore attain. 
able, and of the un-uſeful and therefore un-attain. 
able, Arts: 3. Of the Nature, Ends, Application, 
and Uſe of different Capacities: 4. Of the Uſe of 
Learning, of the Science of the World, and of Wit, 
It will conclude with a Satire againſt the miſ-appli. 
cation of all theſe, exemplify d by pictures, charac. 
ters, and examples. 
But alas! the taſk is great, and non ſum quali 
eram ! My underſtanding indeed, ſuch as it is, is e. 
tended rather than diminiſh'd: I ſee things mare 
in the whole, more conſiſtent, and more clearly de. 
duced from, and related to, each other. But what 
I gain on the fide of philoſophy, I loſe on the fide 
of poetry : the flowers are gone, when the fruits 
begin to ripen, and the fruits perhaps will never 
ripen perfectly. The climate (under our heaven d 
a court) is but cold and uncertain ; the winds rile 
and the winter comes on. I find myſelf but littk 
diſpoſed to build a new houſe; I have nothing let 
but to gather up the reliques of a wreck, and lo 
about me to ſee how few friends I have left. Pry 

whoſe eſteem or admiration ſhould I defire now 
procure by my writings ? whoſe friendſhip or con-. 
verſation to obtain by em? I am a man of delp*W . 

rate fortunes, that is, a man whoſe friends are dead: 

for I never aim'd at any other fortune than in friend 
As ſoon as I had ſent my laſt letter, I received a moi 
kind one from you, expreſſing great pain for m 
late 
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F late illneſs at Mr. Cheſelden's. I conclude you was 
| | eaſed of that friendly apprehenſion in a few days af- 
ter you had diſpatch'd yours, for mine muſt have 
reach d you then. I wonder'd a little at your quære, 
ho Cheſelden was? it ſhews that the trueſt merit 
Woes not travel ſo far any way as on the wings of 
| ſpoctry; he is the moſt noted, and moſt deſerving 
nan, in the whole profeſſion of chirurgery ; and 
has ſav'd the lives of thouſands by his manner of 
| cutting for the ſtone.— I am now well, or what J 
muſt call fo. 

| ; [ have lately ſeen ſome writings of Lord Boling- 
broke's, ſince he went to France. Nothing can de- 
| ur his genius: whatever befals him, he will ſtill 
e the greateſt man in the world, either in his own 
Wine, or with poſterity. 


Every man you know or care for here, enquires of 
ou, and pays you the only devoir he can, that of 
ſinking your health. I wiſh you had any motive to 
& this kingdom. I could keep you, for I am rich; 
. is, I have more than I want. I can afford room 
Wor yourſelf and two ſervants; I have indeed room 
nougb, nothing but myſelf at home: the kind and 
Pearty houſe- wife is dead! the agreeable and inftruc- 
e neighbour is gone! yet my houſe is enlarg'd, 

d the gardens extend and flouriſh, as knowing no- 


Wing of the gueſts they have loſt. I have more 


e 
: t-trees and kitchen- garden than you have any 
4 ought of; nay I have good melons and pine-apples 


my own growth. I am as much a better gar- 


* as I am a worſe poet, than when you ſaw me: 
*. oy. N but 
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but gardening is near a-kin to philoſophy, for Tully 
ſays * Agricultura proxima ſapientiæ. For God' 
ſake, why ſhould not you, (that are a ſtep higher 
than a philoſopher, a divine, yet have more grace 
and wit than to be a biſhop) e'en give all you haue 
to the poor of Ireland (for whom you have alreaj 
done every thing elſe) ſo quit the place, and live and 
die with me? And let + Tales animæ concordes be oui 
motto and our Epitaph. 


From Dr. SwirT. 


Dublin, April 22, 1736. 


Y common illnefs is of that kind which ut- 
terly diſqualifies me for all converſation; | 
mean my deafneſs; and indeed it is that only which 
diſcourages me from all thoughts of going to Eng 
land; becauſe I am never ſure that it may not r. 
turn in a week. If it were a good honeſt gout, | 
could catch an interval, to take a voyage, and in! 
warm lodging get an eaſy chair, and be able to her 
and roar among my friends. As to what you li 
« of. your letters, fince you have many years of lik 
* more than I, my reſolution is to direct my exe 
* cutors to ſend you all your letters, well ſealed an 
« pacqueted, along with ſome legacies mentionel 
« in my will, and leave them entirely to your di 
e poſal : thoſe things are all tied up, endors'd ani 


* Agriculture the neareſt way to Wiſdom. 
+ Souls linked together by ſuch concord. 


60 locke 
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l . locked i in a cabinet, and I have not one ſervant 
| « who can properly be faid to write or read: no 
mortal ſhall copy them, but you ſhall ſurely have 
them when I am no more.” I have a little re- 
thy at my being hitherto ſlipped by you in your 
Wepiſtles ; not from any other ambition than the title 
| of a friend, and in that ſenſe I expect you ſhall per- 
form your promiſe, if your health, and leiſure, and 
Wnclination will permit. I deny your loſing on the 
i "Thi: of poetry ; I could reaſon againſt you a little 
from experience; you are, and will be ſome years to 
rome, at the age when invention ſtill keeps its 
ground, and judgment is at full maturity; but your 
ſubjects are much more difficult when contin'd to 
Nerſe. I am amazed to fee you exhauſt the whole 
Wcience of morality in ſo maſterly a manner. Sir 
W. Temple faid that the loſs of friends was a tax 
upon long life: it need not be very long, ſince you 
have had ſo great a ſhare, but I have not above one 
q Veſt: and in this country J have only a few general 
ompanions of good nature, and midling under- 
Wiandings. How ſhould I know Cheſelden ? on your 
Wide, men of fame ſtart up and die before we here 
Wat leaſt I) know any thing of the matter. I am a 
£ lte comforted with what you fay of Lord B's ge- 
4 Mus ſtill keeping up, and preparing to appear by ef- 
b Fects worthy of the author, and uſeful to the world. 
Common reports have made me very uneaſy about 
. our neighbour Mr. Pultney. It is affirmed that 
e hath been very near death: I love him for being 
| patriot in moſt corrupted times, and highly eſteem 
Wis excellent underſtanding. Nothing but the per- 
e verſe 
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verſe nature of my diſorders, as I have above q. 


ſcribed them, and which are abſolute diſqualific, 
tions for converſe, could hinder me from waiting 
you at Twitenham, and nurſing you to Paris, f 
ſhort my ailments amount to a prohibition; although 
I am as you deſcribe yourſelf, what I mut call wo] 
yet I have not ſpirits left to ride out, which (exceyt. 
ing walking) was my only diverſion. And I my 
expect to decline every month, like one who liv 
upon his principal ſum which muſt leſſen every day; 
and indeed I am likewiſe literally almoſt in the fam 
caſe, while every body owes me, and no body pays 
me. Inſtead of a young race of patriots on you 
fide, which gives me ſome glimpſe of joy, here wr 
have the direct contrary ; a race of young dunce 
and atheiſts, or old villains and monſters, whered 
four-fifths are more wicked and ſtupid than Ch: 
tres. Your wants are ſo few, that you need not lt 
rich to ſupply them; and my wants are fo mam, 


that a King's ſeven millions of guineas would nd 
ſupport me. 


Mr. PopE to Dr. Switr. 


Aug. 17, 173. 


Find, tho' I have leſs experience than you, tit 
truth of what you told me ſome time ago, ti 
increaſe of years makes men more talkative but lt 
writative ; to that degree, that I now write no | 
ters but of plain buſineſs, or plain how-d'ycs, U 
| thok 
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I thoſe few I am forced to correſpond with, either 
out of neceſſity, or love, and I grow laconic even 
| beyond laconiciſm; for ſometimes I return only 
| ves, or no, to queſtionary or petitionary epiſtles of 
Wulf a yard long. You and Lord Bolingbroke are 
| the only men to whom I write, and always in folio. 
" are indeed almoſt the only men I know, who 
Weither can write in this age, or whoſe writings will 
| reach the next: others are mere mortals. What- 
erer failings ſuch men may have, a reſpect is due to 
dem, as lumindcics whole exaltation renders their 
motion. a little irregular, or rather cauſes it to ſeem 
0 to others. I am afraid to cenſure any thing I 
Whcar of Dean Swift, becauſe I hear it only from 
Wmortals, blind and dull: and you ſhou'd be cautious 
Hof cenſuring any action or motion of Lord B. be- 
cauſe you hear it only from ſhallow, envious, or 
malicious reporters. What you writ to me about 
bim I ind to my great ſcandal repeated in one of 
Wyours to——W hatever you might hint to me, was 
this for the prophane ? the thing, if true, ſhou'd 
1 be conceal'd ; but it is I aſſure you abſolutely untrue, 
in every circumſtance. He has fixed in a very agree- 
© able retirement near Fontainbleau, and makes it his 
| whole buſineſs * wvacare literis. But tell me the 
truth, were you not angry at his omitting to write 
| 
L 


i a Sos 


to you ſo long? I may, for I hear from him ſel- 
domer than 3 you, that is twice or thrice a 
err at moſt. Can you poſlibly think he can neg- 
F - you, or difregard you? if you catch yourſelf 


* To be at leiſure to ſtudy, 


N. 3 at 
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at thinking ſuch nonſenſe, your parts are decay d. ways 
For believe me, great geniuſes muſt and do eſteen ¶ mind 
one another, and I queſtion if any others can «. MW 
teem or comprehend uncommon merit, Other 

only gueſs at that merit, or ſee glimmerings of their 

minds : a genius has the intuitive faculty : therefore 
imagine what you will, you cannot be fo ſure of 


1 
any man's eſteem as of his. If I can think the 5 
neither he nor you deſpiſe me, it is a greater honout by 
to me by far, and will be thought ſo by poſterity, I fer 
than if all the Houſe of Lords writ commendatory : = : 
verſes upon me, the Commons order'd me to print 3 All 


my works, the Univerſities gave me publick thanks, 
and the King, Queen, and Prince crown'd me with 
laurel. You are a very ignorant man: you don't 
know the figure his name and yours will make here. 
after: I do, and will preſerve all the memorials] 
can, that I was of your intimacy ; * longo, ſed prox- 
zmus, intervallo. I will not quarrel with the preſent 
age; it has done enough for me, in making and 
keeping you two my friends. Do not you be too an- 
gry at it, and let not him be too angry at it; it ha 
done, and can do, neither of you any manner of harm, 
as long as it has not, and cannot burn your works. 
while thoſe ſubſiſt, you'll both appear the greatel 
men of the time, in ſpite of Princes and Miniſters; 
and the wiſeſt, in ſpite of all the little errors yo! 
may pleaſe to commit. 

Adicu. May better health attend you, than I fer 
you poſſeſs; may but as good health attend you al- 


* At a great diſtance, but ſtill the neareſt. 
Wal 
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uays as mine is at preſent; tolerable, when an eaſy 
ind is join d with it. 


From Dr. SwirT. 


December 2. 1736. 


Think you owe me a letter, but whether you do 
1 or not, I have not been in a condition to write. 
E Years and infirmities have quite broke me; I mean 
that odious continual diſorder in my head. I nei- 
: ther read, nor write, nor remember, nor converſe, 
All I have left is to walk and ride; the firſt I can do 
tolerably; but the latter for want of good weather 
at this ſeaſon is ſeldom in my power; and having 
not an ounce of fleſh about me, my ſkin comes off 
in ten miles riding, becauſe my ſkin and bone cannot 
agree together. But I am angry, becauſe you will 
not ſuppoſe me as ſick as I am, and write to me out 
of perfect charity, although I ſhould not be able to 
@ anſwer. I have too many vexations by my tation, 
and the impertinence of people, to be able to bear 
q the mortification of not hearing from a very few 
| * friends that are left; and, conſidering how 


: time and fortune have ordered matters, I have hard- 
E þ one friend left but yourſelf, What Horace ſays, 
8 * Singula de nobis anni pradantur, I feel every month, 
3 at fartheſt ; and by this computation, if I hold out 
wo years, I ſhall think it a miracle. My comfort 
= is, you began to diſtinguiſh ſo confounded early, 


The circling years on all our pleaſures prey. 


N 4 that 
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that your acquaintance with diſtinguiſh'd men of a2 
kinds was almoſt as ancient as mine. I mean Wy. 
erly, Row, Prior, Congreve, Addiſon, Parnel, & 
and in ſpite of your heart, you have owned me: 
contemporary. Not to mention Lords Oxford, By. 
lingbroke, Harcourt, Peterborow : In ſhort, I wy 
t'other day recollecting twenty-ſeven great miniſter; 
or men of wit and learning, who are all dead, and 
all of my acquaintance, within twenty years paſt; 
neither have I the grace to be ſorry, that the preſent 
times are drawn to the dregs, as well as my om 
life.—May my friends be happy in this and a bette 
life, but I value not what becomes of poſterity, when 
I conſider from what monſters they are to ſpring.— 
My Lord Orrery writes to you to morrow, and you 
ſee I fend this under his cover, or at leaſt frankel Name 
by him. He has 3ooo/. a year about Cork, aud piſtl 
the neighbourhood, and has more than three year ant 
rent unpaid ; this is our condition, in theſe bleſei Writi 
times. I writ to your neighbour about a month urs 
ago, and ſubſeribed my name: I fear he has nit * 
received my letter, and wiſh you would aſk hin; 
but perhaps he is ſtill a rambling ; for we hear af bon. 
him at New-market, and that Boerhaave has E- 
ſtored his health. How my ſervices are leſſened af 
late with the number of my friends on your fide! 
yet my Lord Bathurſt and Lord Maſham and M. 
Lewis remain; and being your acquaintance I de- 
fire when you ſee them to deliver my compliments; 
but chiefly to Mrs. Patty Blount, and let me knov 
whether ſhe be as young and agreeable as when | 


{av 


, 
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a her laſt? Have you got a ſupply of new friends 
to make up for thoſe who are gone? and are they 
equal to the firſt? I am afraid it is with friends as 
With times; and that the“ /audator temporis acfi ſe 
puer, is equally applicable to both. I am leſs 


vrieved for living here, becauſe it is a perfect re- 
| 133 and conſequently fitteſt for thoſe who are 
grown good for nothing; for this town and king- 
dom are as much out of the world as North Wales. 
Ay head is fo ill that I cannot write a paper full 
1 uſed to do; and yet I will not forgive a blank 
of half an inch from you.—I had reaſon to expect 
rom ſome of your letters, that we were to hope 
for more epiſtles of morality; and I aſſure you, 
my acquaintance reſent that they have not ſeen my 
dame at the head of one. The ſubjects of ſuch 
kpiltles are more uſeful to the publick, by your 
banner of handling them, than any of all your 
vtitings; and although in ſo profligate a world as 
pburs they may poſſibly not much mend our manners, 
et poſterity will enjoy the benefit, whenever a court 
| = to have the leaſt reliſh for virtue and reli- 
con. 

| ö 

II- natur'd cenſor of the preſent age, 
And fond of all the follies of the paſt, 


Mr. 
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Mr. PopE to Dr. SwirT. 


Dec. 30, 17 36. 


OUR very kind letter has made me more me. 
lancholy, than almoſt any thing in this worl 
now can do. For I can bear every thing in it, by 
as it is, better than the complaints of my friend 
Tho' others tell me you are in pretty good health 
and in good ſpirits, I find the contrary when yo; 
open your mind to me: and indeed it is but a pry. 
dent part, to ſeem not ſo concern'd about others, nc 
fo crazy ourſelves as we really are: for we ſhall nei 
ther be belov'd or efteem'd the more, by one com. 
mon acquaintance, for any affliction or any infirm 
ty. But to our true friend we may, we muſt com 
plain, of what ('tis a thouſand to one) he complain 
with us; for if we have known him long, he is d 
and if he has known the world long, he is outd 
humour at it. If you have but as much mor 
health than others at your age, as you have mot 
wit and good temper, you ſhall not have much of ny 
pity : but if you ever live to have leſs, you ſhall nd 
have leſs of my affection. A whole people will rejoic 
at every year that ſhall be added to you, of which yt 
have had a late inſtance in the publick rejoicings d 
your birth-day. I can aſſure you, ſomething beit 
and greater than high birth and quality, muſt go tr 
ward acquiring thoſe demonſtrations of public eftcei 
and love. I have ſeen a royal birth-day uncelebratc 


but by one vile ode, and one hired bonfire. What 
Ale 


4 
4 
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Wie years may take away from you, they will not 
ke away the general eſteem, for your ſenſe, virtue, 
and charity. 

The moſt melancholy effect of years is that you 
mention, the catalogue of thoſe we lov'd and have 
loſt, perpetually increaſing. How much that re- 
gection ſtruck me, you'll ſee from the motto I have 
| pred to my Book of Letters, which ſo much 
| bapainſt my inclination has been drawn from me, It 


is from Catullus, 


* Quo defiderio veteres revocamus Amores, 
Atque olim amiſſas flemus Amicitias ! 


* 


A etain this letter till I can find ſome ſafe convey- 
Docs innocent as it is, and as all letters of mine 
muſt be, of any thing to offend my ſuperiors, ex- 
Wcept the reverence I bear to true merit and virtue. 
hut I have much reaſon to fear, thoſe which you 
WE have too partially kept in your hands, will get out 
Win ſome very diſagreeable ſhape, in caſe of our mor- 
Witality : and the more reaſon to fear it, ſince this 
laſt month Curl has obtained from Ireland two let- 
ters, (one of Lord Bolingbroke, and one of mine, 
1 to you, which we wrote in the year 1723) and he 
has printed them, to the beſt of my memory, right- 
Wy; except one paſſage concerning Dawley which 
W muſt have been ſince inſerted, ſince my Lord had not 
chat place at that time. Your anſwer. to that letter 


4 * How pants my heart old friendſhip to renew ! 
How pierc'd with grief old loves decay'd I view ! 


he 


—  -—- - —— — —— 


— — — 


not be reſtored to ourſelves, to enjoy them. But, 


own in a very uncommon manner, when I tell you 
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he has not got; it has never been out of my cuſſo. 
dy; for whatever is lent is loft, (wit as well as mo. 
ney) to theſe needy poetical readers. 

The world will certainly be the better for hi, 
change of life. He ſeems, in the whole turn of hi 
letters, to be a ſettled and principled philoſopher, 
thanking fortune for the tranquility he has been le 
into by her averſion, like a man driven by a violen 
wind, from the ſea into a calm harbour. You a. 
me if I have got any ſupply of new friends to mak: 
up for thoſe that are gone? I think that impoſſible; 
for not our friends only, but ſo much of ourſelves i; 
gone by the mere flux and courſe of years, tha 
were the ſame friends to be reſtored to us, we could 


by. 
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en 
| bis 


as when the continual waſhing of a river takes aug 
our flowers and plants, it throws weeds and ſedpe 
in their room; ſo the courſe of time brings us ſome- 
thing, as it deprives us of a great deal; and inſtead 
of leaving us what we cultivated, and expected to 
flouriſh and adorn us, gives us only what is of ſome 
little uſe, by accident. Thus I have acquired, 
without my ſeeking, a few chance-acquaintance, ef 
young men, who look rather to the paſt age then 
the preſent, and therefore the future may have ſome 
hopes of them. If I love them, it is becauſe the 
honour ſome of thoſe whom I, and the world, have 
loſt, or are loſing. Two or three of them have 
diſtinguiſh' d themſelves in parliament ; and you wil 


it is by their aſſerting of independency, and cos 
tempt of corruption. One or two are link d to m: 
by 
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I by their love of the ſame ſtudies and the fame au- 
E thors: but I will own to you, my moral capacity 
has got ſo much the better of my poetical, that I 
have few acquaintance on the latter ſcore, and none 
E without a caſting weight on the former. But I 
find my heart harden'd and blunt to new impreſſions, 
Nit will ſcarce receive or retain affections of yeſter- 
day; and thoſe friends who have been dead theſe 
twenty years, are more preſent to me now, than 
theſe I ſee daily. You, dear Sir, are one of the 
former ſort to me, in all reſpects, but that we can, 
pet, correſpond together. I don't know whether 
tis not more vexatious, to know we are both in one 
world, without any farther intercourſe. Adieu. I 
can ſay no more, I feel fo much: let me drop into 
common things.—Lord Maſham has juſt married 
bis ſon. Mr. Lewis has juſt buried his wife. Lord 
Oxford wept over your letter in pure kindneſs. Mrs. 


E B. ſighs more for you, than for the loſs of youth. 
be ſays ſhe will be agreeable many years hence, for 
he has learn'd that ſecret from ſome receipts of 


= your writing. 
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Adieu, 


Mr, 


10 LETTERS TO AND 


Fi 
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Mr. PoE to Dr. SwirT. me 

ſea- 

March 23, 1736-1, : WS 

. & nat! 

H O' you were never to write to me, yet what last 

you deſired in your laſt, that I would write op 

often to you, would be a very eaſy taſk : for every WW... 
day I talk with you, and of you, in my heart; and L ſpir 
I need not only ſet down what that is thinking of. feu 
The nearer I find myſelf verging to that period of q al 
life which is to be labour and ſorrow, the more I ture 
prop myſelf upon thoſe few ſupports that are left 6 reve 
me. People in this ſtate are like props indeed, they 1 him 
cannot ſtand alone, but two or more of them can N ri. 
ſtand, leaning and bearing upon one another. | 3 thei 
wiſh you and I might paſs this part of life together, MW the 
My only neceſſary care is at an end. I am now my FL I 
own maſter too much; my houſe is too large; my BE 
gardens furniſh too much wood and proviſion for None 
my uſe. My ſervants are ſenſible and tender of me, - very 
they have intermarried, and are become rather lov 4 Ke 
friends than ſervants: and to all thoſe that I ſee her: into 
with pleaſure, they take a pleaſure in being uſeful. c 
I conclude this is your caſe too in your domeſtic life, I 9 0 
and I ſometimes think of your old houſe-keeper 3 5 DA 
my nurſe ; tho' I tremble at the ſea, which only di- q * 
vides us. As your fears are not ſo great as mine, and Nor 
I firmly hope your ſtrength ſtill much greater, is it u- WF... 
terly impoſſible, it might once more be ſome pleaſut Wh... 
to you to ſee England? My ſole motive in prop® bora 


ling France to meet in, was the narrownels of the 
3 pailage 
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| paſſage by ſea from hence, the phyſicians having told 


me the weakneſs of my breaſt, &c. is ſuch, as a 
ca- ſickneſs might indanger my life. Tho' one or 
F two of our friends are gone, ſince you ſaw your 
4 native country, there remain a few more who will 
| 8 ſo till death; and who I cannot but hope have 
an attractive power to draw you back to a country, 
J hich cannot quite be ſunk or enſlaved, while ſuch 
ſpirits remain. And let me tell you, there are a 
few more of the ſame ſpirit, who would awaken 
Yi your old ideas, and revive your hopes of her fu- 
ture recovery and virtue. Theſe look up to you with 
© reverence, and would be animated by the fight of 
nm, at whoſe ſoul they have taken fire, in his 
Nuritings, and deriv'd from thence as much love of 
their ſpecies, as is conſiſtent with a contempt for 
| * knaves of it. | 


I could never be weary, except at the eyes, of 
. to you; but my real reaſon (and a ſtrong 
None it is) for doing it fo ſeldom, is fear; fear of a 
Every great and experienc'd evil, that of my letters 
being kept by the partiality of friends, and pafling 
into "the hands, and malice of enemies; who pub- 
6 ig them with all their imperfections on their head, 


0 that I write not on the common terms of honeſt 
men. 

Would to God you would come over with Lord 

1 | Orrery, whoſe care of you in the voyage I could fo 

eertainly depend on; and bring with you your old 

— and two or three ſervants. I have room 
5 all, a heart for all, and (think what you will) a for- 


tune 
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for all. We could, were we together, contrive t 
make our laſt days eaſy, and leave ſome fort g 


monument, what friends two wits could be h 
ſpite of all the fools in the world. Adieu. 


From Dr. Swirr. 


Dublin, May 31, 177}, 


T is true, I owe you ſome letters, but it hx 

pleaſed God, that I have not been in a condition 
to pay you. When you ſhall be at my age, per 
haps you may lie under the ſame diſability to you 
preſent or future friends. But my age is not my di 
ability, for I can walk fix or ſeven miles, and rid 
a dozen. But I am deaf for two months togethe; 
this deafneſs unqualifies me for all company, excep 
a few friends with counter-tenor voices, whom | 
can call names, if they do not ſpeak loud enouph 
for my ears. It is this evil that has hindered m 
from venturing to the Bath, and to Twitenham; ſa 
deafneſs being not a frequent diſorder, has no allow: 
ance given it; and the ſcurvy figure a man affecte 
that way makes in company, is utterly inſupportable 

It was I began with the petition to you of Ori 
me, and now you come like an unfair merchant, v 
charge me with being in your debt; which by you 
way of reckoning I muſt always be, for yours at 
always guineas, and mine farthings ; and yet Þ har 
a pretence to quarrel with you, becauſe I am not 
the head of any one of your epiſtles. I am often 
wondering how you come to excell all mortals d 


4 


2 5 
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Wire ſubject of Morality, even in the poetical way ; 
Ed ſhould have wondered more, if nature and edu- 
tion had not made you a profeſſor of it from your 
WBnfancy. All the letters I can find of yours, I 
have faſtened in a folio cover, and the reſt in 
Bi bundles indors'd ; but, by reading their dates, I 
| « find a chaſm of ſix years, of which I can find no 
copies; and yet I keep them with all poſſible care: 
but, I have been forced, on three or four occaſions 
& to ſend all my papers to ſome friends, yet thoſe 
papers were all ſent ſealed in bundles, to ſome 
faithful friends; however, what I have, are not 
much above ſixty.” I found nothing in any one 
If them to be left out: none of them have any thing 
Wo do with party, of which you are the cleareſt of 
men, by your religion, and the whole tenour of 
| 1 life; while I am raging every moment againſt 
the corruption of both kingdoms, eſpecially of this; 
Wuch is my weakneſs. 

have read your Epiſtle of Horace to Auguſtus : 
was ſent me in the Engliſh edition, as ſoon as it 
Would come. They are printing it in a ſmall octavo. 
he curious are looking out, ſome for flattery, ſome 
Vr ironies in it; the ſour folks think they have found 
It ſome: but your admirers here, I mean every 
Nan of taſte, affect to be certain, that the profeſſion 
) ann to me in the ſame poem, will not ſuffer 
Nu to be thought a flatterer. My happineſs is that 
bu are too far engaged, and in ſpite of you the ages 
come will celebrate me, and know you are a friend 
; Wo loved and eſteemed me, althopgh I died the 
0 ect of Court and Party- hatred. 

Vor. XIV. O Pray 


* 
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Pray who is that Mr. Glover, who Writ the 
Epic Poem called Leonidas, which is re-printing 
here, and has great vogue. We have frequent) 
good poems of late from London. I have juſt rea 
one upon converſation, and two or three other, 
But the croud do not incumber you, who like th 
Orator or Preacher, ſtand aloft, and are ſeen abo 
the reſt, more than the whole aſſembly below. 

I am able to write no more; and this is my third 
endeavour, which is too weak to finiſh the Paper: 


I am, my deareſt friend, yours entirely, as long | 
can write, or ſpeak, or think. 


J. Swipr. 


From Dr. Swirr. 


Dublin, July 23, 173; 


Sent a letter to you ſome weeks ago, which n 
Lord Orrery incloſed in one of his, to which! 
teceiv'd as yet no anſwer ; but it will be time enougt 
when his Lordſhip goes over, which will be as he 
hopes in about ten days, and then he will take with 
him “all the letters I preſerved of yours, whici 
are not above twenty-five. I find there is a grel 
e chaſm of ſome years, but the dates are mat 
& early than my two laſt Journeys to England 
« which makes me imagine, that in one of thol 
% journeys I carry'd over another cargo.” But! 
cannot truſt my memory half an hour; and my dt. 


orders of deafneſs and aan increaſe daily. 
tha 


N 
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Y that am declining as faſt as it is eafily poſſible for 


me, if I were a dozen years older. 
4 We have had your volume of Letters, which I 
am told are to be printed here. Some of thoſe who 
i highly eſteem you, and a few who know you per- 
WW fonally, are grieved to find you make no diſtinction 
F- between the Engliſh Gentry of this kingdom, and 
3 the ſavage old Iriſh, (who are only the vulgar, and 
WW ſome Gentlemen who live in the Iriſh parts of the 
1 : kingdom) but the Engliſh colonies, who are three 
3 parts in four, are much more civilized than many 
counties in England, and ſpeak better Engliſch, and 
are much better bred. And they think it very hard, 
that an American who is of the fifth generation from 
England, ſhould be allowed to preſerve that title, 
only becauſe we have been told by ſome of them 
that their names are entered in ſome pariſh in Lon- 
don. I have three or four couſins here who were 
4 born in Portugal, whoſe parents took the ſame care, 
b- and they are all of them Londoners. Dr. Delaney, 
= who as I take it, is of an Iriſh family, came to viſit 
me three days ago, on purpoſe to complain of thoſe 
= paſſages in your Letters; he will not allow ſuch a 
difference between the two climates, but will aſſert 
= that North-Wales, Northumberland, Yorkſhire, and 
che other Northern Shires have a more cloudy unge- 
nial air than any part of Ireland. In ſhort, I am 
Afraid your friends and admirers here will force you 
= to make a Palinody. 
= As for the other parts of your volume of Letters, 
my opinion is, that there might be collected from 
O 2 them 


] 
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them the beſt ſyſtem that ever was writ for the con- 
duct of human life, at leaſt to ſhame all reaſonable 
men out of their follies and vices. It is ſome re. 
commendation of this kingdom, and of the taſte ot 
the people, that you are at leaſt as highly celebrated 
here as you are at home. If you will blame us for 
ſlavery, corruption, atheiſm, and ſuch trifles, do it 
freely, but include England, only with an addition 
of every other vicz.—I wiſh you would give order; 
againſt the corruption of Engliſh by thoſe ſcribler 
who ſend us over their traſh in proſe and verſe, with 
abominable curtailings and quaint moderniſms,— 
I now am daily expecting an end of life: I have lof 
all ſpirit, and every ſcrap of health; I fometime 
recover a little of my hearing, but my head is ever 
out of order. While I have any ability to hold 
a commerce with you, I will never be ſilent, and 
this chancing to be a day that I can hold a pen, [ 
will drag it as long as I am able. Pray let my Lord 
Orrery ſee you often ; next to yourſelf I love no man 
ſo well; and tell him what I fay, if he viſits you. 
I have now done, for it is evening, and my head 
grows worſe. May God always protect you, and 
preſerve you long, for a pattern of piety and virtue 


Farewel my deareſt and almoſt only conſtant i 


friend. I am ever, at leaſt in my eſteem, honov!, 
and affection to you, what I hope you expect me to be. 
2 Yours, Cc. 


From 


From Dr. SwirT. 


My dear Friend, Dublin, Aug. 8, 1738. 
He yours of July 25, and firſt I deſire you will 


look upon me as a man worn with years, and 

E funk by publick as well as perſonal vexations. I 
be entirely loſt my memory, uncapable of con- 
verſation by a cruel deafneſs, which has laſted almoſt 


. 
. year, and I deſpair of any cure. 1 ſay not this to 


encreaſe your compaſſion (of which you have already 
100 great a part) but as an excuſe for my not being 
Wrcoular i in my letters to you, and fome few other 


ende. I have an ill name in the poſt-office of 


both kingdoms, which makes the letters addreſſed 
to me not ſeldom miſcarry, or be opened and read, 
and then ſealed in a bungling manner before they 
come to my hands. Our friend Mrs. B. is very 
ſoſten in my thoughts, and high in my eſteem; I de- 
ſire you will be the meſſenger of my humble thanks 
Wand ſervice to her. That ſuperior univerſal genius 
ou deſcribe, whoſe hand- writing I know towards 
the end of your letter, has made me both proud and 
happy; but by what he writes I fear he will be too 
oon gone to his Foreſt abroad. He began in the 
Queen's time to be my patron, and then deſcended 
io be my friend. 
It is a great favour of Heaven, that your health 
grows better by the addition of years. I have ab- 
a utely done with poetry tor ſeveral years paſt, and 
I O 3 even 
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even at my beſt times I could produce nothing but 
trifles : I therefore reject your compliments on that 
| ſcore, and it is no compliment in me; for I tal 
your ſecond Dialogue that you lately ſent me, t 
equal almoſt any thing you ever writ; although! 
live ſo much out of the world, that I am ignorant of 
the facts and perſons, which I preſume are very well 
known from Temple-bar to St. James's ; I mean the 
Court excluſive. 

*] can faithfully aſſure you, that every letter you 
% have favour'd me with, theſe twenty years and 
% more, are ſealed up in bundles, and delivered to 
« Mrs. W—, a very wotthy, rational, and judiciou 
ce couſin of 2 and the only relation Whoſe 
« viſits I can ſuffer; all theſe letters ſhe is directed 
«* to ſend ſafely to you upon my deceaſe.“ 

My Lord Orrery is gone with his Lady to a part 
of her eſtate in the North: ſhe is a perſon of very 
good underſtanding as any I know of her ſex. Give 
me leave to write here a ſhort anſwer to my Lord 
B's letter in the laſt page of yours. 


My dear Lord, 

J am infinitely obliged to your Lordſhip for the 
honour of your letter, and kind remembrance «i 
me, I do here confeſs, that I have more obligations 
to your Lordſhip than to all the world beſide. You 
never deceived me, even when you were a geit 
Minifter of State: and yet I love you ſtill more, 
for your condeſcending to write to me, when you had 


the honour to be an exile. I can hardly hope to lite 
| | til 
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| you publiſh your Hiſtory, and am vain enough 
to with that my name could be ſqueez'd in among 
oe few Subalterns, guorum pars par va fit ; if nut, 
1 will be reveng'd, and contrive ſome way to be 
known to futurity, that I had the honour to have 
© your Lordſhip for my beſt patron; and I will live 
and die, with the higheſt veneration and gratitude, 
your moſt obedient, &c. 


P. S. I will here in a poſtſcript correct (if it be 
© poſlible) the blunders I have made in my letter. I 
have ſhewed my Couſin the above letter, and ſhe 
I aſſures me, that a great collection of * % letters 
© © to j are put up and ſealed, and in ſome very 
© © fafe hand.” 

lam, my moſt dear and honoured friend, entirely 
© yours, 

It is now Aug. 24, J. S wirr. 


1738. 


= * 'Tis written juſt thus in the Original. The book that is now 
printed ſeems to be part of the collection here ſpoken of, as it contains 
Z not only the Letters of Mr. Pope, but of Dr. Switt, both to him and 
Mr. Gay, which were return'd him after Mr. Gay's death: tho” any 
mention made by Mr. P. of the return or exchange of letters has been 
= induſtriouſly ſuppreſt 1 in the publication, and only appears by ſome of 
= ike anſwers, 
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| Dr. SWIFT to Mrs. JOHNSON. + 
Cheſter, Sept. 2, 1710. 
E TOE + will give you an account of me till I 
N got into the boat, after which the rogues made 
| a new bargain, and forced me to give them two 
| crowns, and talked as if we ſhould not be able to 
overtake any ſhip ; but in half an hour we got to the 
yacht; for the ſhips lay by to wait for my Lord Lieu- 
F tenant's Steward. We made our voyage in fifteen 
hours juſt. Laſt night I came to this town, and 
ſhall 


| + Theſe letters to Stella, or Mrs. Johnſon, were all written in a 
| ſeries from the time of Dr. Swift's landing at Cheſter, in September 
{ 1710, until his return to Ireland, upon being made Dean of St. Pa- 
tnck's, Dublin, The letters were all very carefully preſerved by 
Stella; and at her death, if not before, taken up by Dr. Swift ; for 
what end we know not, unleſs it were to compare the current news 
of the times with that Hiſtory of the Queen which he writ at Windſor 
in the year 1713: they were ſometimes addreſſed to Mrs. Johnſon, 
and ſometimes to Mrs. Dingley, who was a relation of the Temple 
| family, and friend to Mrs. ſohnſon. Both theſe Ladies went over to 
Ireland upon Swift's invitation in the year 1701, and lodged con- 
tantly together. | 

Mr. Joſeph Beaumont, merchant, of Trim, whoſe name fre- 


quently occurs in theſe papers. He was a venerable, handſome, grey- 
headed 
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ſhall leave it, I believe, on Monday: the firſt m 
I met in Cheſter was Dr. Raymond *, He _ 
Mrs. Raymond were here about levying a fine, in 
order to have power to ſell their eſtate. I pot a fil 


off my horſe, riding here from Parkgate, but no 
hurt; the horſe underſtands falls very well, and lying 
quietly till I got up. My duty to the Biſhop of 
Clogher +. I faw him returning from Dunlary +, 
but he ſaw not me. I take it ill he was not at chit 
vocation, and that I have not his name to my pow. 
ers. I beg you will hold your reſolution of going 
to Trim, and riding there as much as you can. Let 
the Biſhop of Clogher remind the Biſhop of Killa, 
to ſend me a letter, with one incloſed to the Biſhop 
of Litchfield d. Let all who write to me, incloſ 
to Richard Steele, Eſq; at his office at the Cockpit 
near Whitehall. My Lord Mountjoy is now in the 


humour that we ſhould begin our Journey this after- 


headed man, of quick and various natural abilities, but not 1mproved 
by learning: his for? was Mathematicks, which he applied to ſome 
uſeful purpoſes in the linen trade, but chiefly to the inveſtigation of 
the longitude; which was ſuppoſed to have occaſioned a lunacy, with 
which he was ſeized in Dublin about the year 1718 ; from whence he 
was brought home to Trim, and recovered his underſtanding, But 


ſome years after, having relapſed into his former malady, he cut his 
throat in a fit of diſtraction. 


* Vicar of Trim, and formerly one of the Fellows of the Univer- 
fity of Dublin. 

+ Dr. St. George Aſhe, who, in the reign of George I. was made 
Biſhop of Derry. | | 

+ This muſt have been while Swift was ſailing in the bay of Dub 
lin, and the Biſhop riding upon the North-Strand. 

Dr. John Hough. | | 
he noo! 


| fruits 
| Irela, 
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noon, ſo that I have ſtolen here again to finiſh this 
letter, which muſt be ſhort or long accordingly. I 
| write this poſt to Mrs. Weſley, and will tell her, that 
I have taken care ſhe may have her bill of one hun- 
dred and fifteen pounds whenever ſhe pleaſes to ſend 
for it; and in that caſe I defire you will ſend it her 
| incloſed and ſealed. God Almighty bleſs you; and, 
| for God's fake, be merry and get your health. I 
am perfectly reſolved to return as ſoon as I have 
done my commiſſion *, whether it ſacceeds or not. 
I never went to England with fo little deſire in my 
life. If Mrs. Curry makes any difficulty about the 
| lodgings, I will quit them. The poſt is juſt come 
from London, and juſt going out, ſo I have only 
time to pray to God to bleſs you, &c. 


This commiſſion was, to ſolicit the Queen to remit the firſt- 
fruits and twentieth Parts, payable to the Crown by the Clergy of 


Ireland, 
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atisf: 

London, Sept. 9, 1710. | exped 

ment 
Lieu 
| ably 
| out | 


Got here laſt Thurſday, after five days travelling, 

weary the firſt, almoſt dead the ſecond, tolerable 
the third, and well enough the reſt; and am now 
glad of the fatigue, which has ſerved for exerciſe; my | 
and I am at preſent well enough. The whigs were rin 
raviſhed to ſee me, and would lay hold on me as a | little 
twig while they are drowning, and the great men Tha 
making me their clumſy apologies, &c. But ] 
Lord Treaſurer “ received me with a great deal of dann 
coldneſs, which has enraged me ſo, I am almot Wi thin 
vowing revenge. I have not yet gone half my ci- a: 
cle; but I find all my acquaintance juſt as I It ont 
them. I hear my Lady Giffard ꝶ is much at coutt, Shall 
and Lady Wharton was ridiculing it t'other day; fo Vith 
I have loſt a friend there. I have not yet ſeen her, pow 
nor intend it; but I will contrive to ſee Stella's mo- me 
ther | ſome other way. I writ to the Biſhop of Mo, 
Clogher from Cheſter ; and I now write to the Arch- 1 fa 
biſhop of Dublin. Every thing is turning upſide Wi 
down ; every whig in great office will, to a man, 
be infallibly put out ; and we ſhall have ſuch a win- 
ter as hath not been ſeen in England. Every body 
aſks me, how I came to be fo long in Ireland, 3 
naturally as if here were my being ; but no ſoul 


and 


*The Earl of Godolphin. 

+ Lady Giffard was ſiſter to Sir William Temple. 

+ She was at that time in Lady Giffard's family. 5 
| | otters 
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»Fers to make it ſo: and I proteſt I ſhall return to 
Nublin, and the Canal at Laracor *, with more 
ſatisfaction than I ever did in my life. The Tatler 
expects every day to be turned out of his employ- 
ment; and the Duke of Ormond, they ſay, will be 
Lieutenant of Ireland. I hope you are now peace- 
E ably. Preſto's I lodgings ; but I reſolve to turn you 
cut by Chriſtmas ; in which time I ſhall either do 
my buſineſs, or find it not to be done. Pray be at 
F Trim by the time this letter comes to you, and ride 
little Johnſon, who muſt needs be now in good caſe, 
: have begun this letter unuſually, on the poſt-night, 
and have already written to the Archbiſhop; and 
cannot lengthen this. Henceforth I will write ſome- 
| thing every day to MD, and make it a fort of jour- 
nal: and when it is full, I will ſend it whether MD 
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hall always be in converſation with MD, and MD 
with Preſto. Pray make Parviſol & pay you the ten 
pounds immediately; ſo I ordered him. They tell 
me I am grown fatter, and look better; and, on 
| Monday, Jervas is to retouch my picture. I thought 
1 faw Jack Temple and his wife paſs by me to-day 


The Dr's benefice in the dioceſe of Meath, 
+ Richard Steele, Eſq. 


{ In theſe letters pdfr, ſtands for Dr. Swift; Ppt, for Stella; D. 
for Dingley - D.D. generally for Dingley, but ſometimes for both Stel- 
la and Dingley ; and MD generally ſtands for both theſe ladies; yet 
| ſometimes only for Stella. But, to avoid perplexing the reader, it 
was thought more adviſeable to uſe the word Preſto for Swift, which is 


| Dr's name, called him Dr. Preſto, which is the Italian for Swift. 


The Dr's agent at Laracor. 


writes or not: and ſo that will be pretty: and 


| borrowed from the Ducheſs of Shrewſbury, who, not recollecting the 
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in thefr coach; but I took no notice of them. Tm 
glad I have wholly ſhaken off that family *, Ty 
the provoſt + I have obeyed his commands to the 
Duke of Ormond ; or let it alone, if you pleaſe, | 
ſaw Jemmey Leigh I juſt now at the coffee-houſe, 
who aſked after you with great kindneſs : he talk 
of going in a fortnight to Ireland. My ſervice to 
the Dean F, and Mrs. Walls and her Archdeacon, 
Will Frankland's wife is near bringing to-bed, and 
I have promiſed to chriſten the child. I fancy yu 
had my Cheſter letter the Tueſday after I writ. | 
preſented Dr. Raymond to Lord Wharton at Chel. 
ter. Pray let me know when Joe gets his money |, 
It is near ten, and I hate to ſend by the bell-man, 
- MD ſhall have a longer letter in a week, but I ſend 


this only to tell I am ſafe in London; and ſo fare- 
wel, &c. 


* It never has yet appeared to the publick what gave riſe to thi 
great coolneſs between the Temple family and Dr. Swift. 

+ Dr. Pratt, afterwards Dean of Downe. 

1 A gentleman of fortune in the county of Weſtmeath, in Ireland, 
whoſe name often occurs in theſe letters. He was well acquainted with 
Stella, and ſeems to have had a great eſteem for her merit and accom- 
pliſhments. 

$ Dr. Sterne, Dean of St. Patrick's, Dublin. 

[| This money was a præmium the government had promiſed him for 
his Mathematical Sleaing Tables, calculated for the improvement a 
the linen manufactory, which were afterwards printed, and are full 
highly regarded, 


LET: 
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LE TER II. 


London, Sept. 9, 1710. 


FT ER ſeeing the Duke of Ormond dining 
with Dr. Cockburn, pafling ſome part of 
the afternoon with Sir Matthew Dudley and Will 
| Frankland, the reſt at St. James's Coffee-houſe, I 
came home and writ to the Archbiſhop of Dublin 
| and MD, and am going to bed, I forgot to tell 
| you, that I begged Will Frankland to ſtand Man- 
| ley's ® friend with his father in this ſhaking ſeaſon 
for places. He told me his father was in danger to 
be out; that ſeveral were now ſoliciting for Man- 
| ley's place; that he was accuſed of opening letters; 
that Sir Thomas Frankland would facrifice every 
thing to fave himſelf; and in that I fear Manley is 
| undone, &c. 

10. To-day I dined with Lord Mountjoy at Ken- 
| fington ; ſaw my miſtreſs, Ophy Butler's wife, who 
is grown a little charmleſs. I fat till ten in the 
evening with Addiſon and Steele : Steele will cer- 
| tainly loſe his Gazetteer's place, all the world de- 
teſting his engaging in parties. At ten I went to the 
Coffee-houſe, hoping to find Lord Radnor, whom 
| had not ſeen. He was there; and for an hour and 
an half we talked treaſon heartily againſt the whigs, 
their baſeneſs and ingratitude. And I am come 
home rolling reſentments in my mind, and framing 


* Manley was poſt-maſter-general of Ireland, 


5 ſchemes 
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ſchemes of revenge: full of which (having written 
down ſome hints) I go to bed. I am afraid Mh 
dined at home, becauſe it is Sunday; and there was 
the little half-pint of wine: for God's take be good 
girls, and all will be well. Ben Tooke * was with 
me this morning. TEES 

11. Seven morning. I am riſing to go to Jeryas 
to finiſh my picture, and tis ſhaving day, ſo good 
morrow MD; but don't keep me now, for I can't ſtay; 
and pray dine with the Dean, but don't loſe your 
money. I long to hear from you, &c.—Ten at 
night. I fat four hours this morning to Jervas, who 
has given my picture quite another turn, and now 
approves it entirely; but we muſt have the appro- 
bation of the town. If I were rich enough, I 
would get a copy of it and bring it over. Mr. 
Addiſon and I dined together at his lodgings, and 
I fat with him part of this evening; and I am 
now come home to write an hour. Patrick ob— 
ſerves that the rabble here are much more inqui- 
ſitive in politicks, than in Ireland. Every day we 
expect changes, and the parliament to be diflolved. 
Lord Wharton' expects every day to be out: he is 
working like a horſe for Elections; and, in ſhort, I 
never ſaw ſo great a ferment among all forts of peo- 
ple. TI had a miſerable letter from Joe laſt Saturday: 
telling me Mr. Pratt + refuſes payment of his mo- 
ney. I have told it Mr. Addiſon, and will to Lord 


* The Doctor's bookſeller. 
+ Vice-treaſurer of Ireland, 


Wharton ; 
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Wharton ; but I fear with no ſucceſs. However, I 
will do all I can. 

12. To-day I preſented Mr. Ford to the Duke 
of Ormond ; and paid my firſt viſit to Lord-preſi- 
dent *, with whom I had much diſcourſe ; but put 
him always off when he began of Lord Wharton in 
relation to me, till he urged it: then I ſaid, he knew 
[ never expected any thing from Lord Wharton, and 
that Lord Wharton knew that I underſtood it ſo. 
He ſaid that he had written twice to Lord Wharton 
about me, who both times ſaid nothing at all to 
that part of his letter. I am adviſed not to meddle 
in the affair of the firſt-fruits, till this hurry is a 
little over, which ſtill depends, and we are all in 
the dark. Lord-preſident told me he expects every 
day to be out, and has done fo theſe two months. 
proteſt upon my life, I am heartily weary of this 
town, and wiſh I had never ſtirred. 

13. I went this morning to the city to ſee Mr. 
Stratford the Hamburgh merchant, my old ſchool- 
fellow; but calling at Bull's on Ludgate-hill, he 
forced me to his houſe at Hampſtead to dinner 
among a great deal of ill company; among the reſt 
Mr. Hoadley *, the whig clergyman, fo famous for 
acting the contrary part to Sacheverell : but to-mor- 
row I deſign again to ſee Stratford. I was glad, 
however, to be at Hampſtead, where I ſaw Lady 
Lucy and Moll Stanhope. I hear very unfortunate 
news of Mrs. Long; ſhe and her comrade have 


* Lord Somers. 


Dr. Benjamin Hoadley, afterwards biſhop of Wincheſter. 
Vol. XIV. P broke 
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broke up houſe, and ſhe is broke for good and all, 


and is gone to the country : I ſhould be extremely 
ſorry if this be true. 


14. To day I ſaw Patty Rolt, who heard TI h 
in town; and I dined with Stratford at a merchant! 
in the city, where I drank the firſt Tokay wine] 
ever ſaw ; and it is admirable, yet not to a degree] 
expected. Stratford 1s worth a plumb, and is noy 
lending the government forty thouſand pounds; yet 
we were educated together at the ſame ſchool and 
univerſity. We hear the chancellor is to be ſuddenly 
out, and Sir Simon Harcourt to ſucceed him I in 
come early home, not caring for the coffee-houſe. 

15. To-day Mr. Addiſon, colonel Freind and 
I went to ſee the million lottery drawn at Guildhall, 
The jackanapes of blue-coat boys gave themſelye: 
ſuch airs in pulling out the tickets, and ſhewed white 
hands open to the company, to let us ſee there ws 
no cheat. We dined at a country-houſe near Che. 
ſea, where Mr. Addiſon often retires ; and to-niglt 
at the Coffee-houſe ; we hear Sir Simon Harcourt 
is made Lord-keeper ; fo that now we expect ever; 
moment the parliament will be difiolved ; but | tor- 
got that this letter will not go in three or four days 
and that my news will be ſtale, which I ſhoult 

therefore put in the laſt paragraph. Shall I ſend ti 
letter before I hear from MD, or ſhall I keep it i 

lengthen ? I have not yet ſeen Stella's mother, be 

cauſe I will not fee Lady Giffard; but I will cr 

trive to get there when Lady Giffard is abroad. 

forgot to mark my two former letters; but I * 

membe 
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member this is Number 3, and I have not yet had 
Number 1 from MD; but I ſhall by Monday, 
which I reckon will be juſt a fortnight after you had 
my firſt, I am reſolved to bring over a great deal 
| of china. TI lov'd it mightily to-day. What ſhall 
[ bring f 

16. Morning. Sir John Holland, comptroller 
of the houſhold, has ſent to defire my acquaintance; 
[ have a mind to refuſe him becauſe he is a whig, 
and will, I ſuppoſe, be out among the reſt; but he 
is a man of worth and learning. Tell me, do you 


like this journal way of writing ? Is it not tedious 
and dull? 


Night. I dined to-day with a conſin, a printer, 
where Patty Rolt lodges, and then came home, af- 
ter a viſit or two; and it has been a very infipid day. 
Mrs. Long's misfortune is confirmed to me; bailiffs 
were in her houſe; ſhe retired to private lodgings ; 
thence to the country, nobody knows where : her 
friends leave letters at ſome inn, and they are car- 
ried to her; and ſhe writes anſwers without dating 


them from any place. I ſwear it grieves me to the 
foul. 


17. To- day I dined fix miles out of town, with 
Will Pate the learned woollen-draper ; Mr. Stratford 
went with me: fix miles here 1s nothing : we lett 
Pate after ſun-ſet, and were here before it was dark. 
This letter ſhall go on Thurſday, whether I hear 
from MD or no. My health continues pretty well; 
pray God Stella may give me a good account of 1H 
hers: and I hope you are now at Trim, or ſoon de- 

E's | ſigning 
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figning it. I was diſappointed to- night: the fellow 


gave me a letter, and 1 hoped to fee little MD; tier 
hand; and it was only to invite me to a veniſon | 
paſty to-day : ſo I loſt my paſty into the bargain, bel 
Pox on theſe declining courtiers! Here is Mr. Si 
Brydges the paymaſter-general deſiring my acquaint. Wo 
ance; but I hear the queen ſent Lord Shrewſbury [ tl 
to aſſure him he may keep his place; and he pro- by 
miſes me great aſſiſtance in the affair of the firſt- Ih 
fruits. Well, I muſt turn over this leaf to-night, lett 
tho' the fide would hold another line; but pray con- of 
ſider this is a whole ſheet; it holds a plaguy deal, tha 
and you muſt be content to be weary ; but I'lld ne 
ſo no more. Sir Simon Harcourt is made attorney- Lee 
general, and not lord-keeper. Th 
18. To-day I dined with Mr. Stratford at Mr. Du 
Addiſon's retirement near Chelſea; then came to ara 
town; got home early, and began a letter to the tur 
Tatler about the corruptions of ſtyle and writing, Ber 
- &c. and having not heard from you, am reſolved ey. 
this letter ſhall go to-night. Lord Wharton was ile 
ſent for to town in mighty haſte, by the Duke of EXC 
Devonſhire : they have ſome project in hand; but the 
it will not do, for every hour we expect a thorough a 
revolution, and that the parliament will be diffolr- dau 
ed. When you ſee Joe, tell him Lord Wharton 1s mo 
too buſy to mind any of his affairs; but I will get firn 
what good offices I can from Mr. Addiſon, and will the 
write to-day to Mr. Pratt; and bid Joe not to be " 
ne 


diſcouraged, for I am confident he will get the mo- 
ney 
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ney under any government ; but he muſt have pa- 


tience. 

19- I have been ſcribbling this morning, and ] 
believe ſhall hardly fill this fide to-day, but fend it 
as it is; and it is good enough for naughty girls that 
won't write to a body, and to a good boy like Preſto. 
| thought to have ſent this to-night, but was kept 
by company, and could not; and, to ſay the truth, 
[ had a little mind to expect one poſt more for a 
letter from MD. Yeſterday at noon died the Earl 
of Angleſey, the great ſupport of the tories; fo 
that employment of Vice-treaſurer of Ireland is again 
vacant, We were to have been great friends, and 
I could hardly have a loſs that could grieve me more. 
The biſhop of Durham died the ſame day. The 
Duke of Ormond's daughter was to viſit me to-day 
ata third place by way of advance, and I am to re- 
turn it to-morrow, I have had a letter from Lady 
Berkeley, begging me for charity to come to Berke- 
ley-caſtle, for company to my Lord, who has been 
il of a dropſy; but I cannot go, and mult ſend my 
excuſe to-morrow. IT am told, that in a few hours 
there will be more removals. 


20. To-day I returned my viſits to the Duke's 
daughters ; the inſolent drabs came up to my very 
mouth to ſalute me; then I heard the report con- 
frmed of removals; my Lord-preſident Somers; 
the Duke of Devonſhire, Lord-ſteward ; and Mr. 
Boyle, Secretary of State, are all turned out to- day. 
| never remember ſuch bold ſteps taken by a court: 
am almoſt ſhocked at it, though I did not care if 
F 3 they 
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they were all hanged. We are aſtoniſhed why the 
parliament is not yet diſſolved, and why they keep 
a matter of that importance to the laſt. We ſhall 
have a ſtrange winter here between the ſtruggles of 
a cunning provoked diſcarded party, and the tri- 
umphs of one 1n power ; of both which TI thall he 
an indifferent ſpectator, and return very peaceably 
to Ireland, when I have done my part in the affair 
TI am intruſted with, whether it ſucceeds or not. To- 
morrow I change my lodgings in Pall-mall for one 
in Bury-ſtreet, where J ſuppoſe I ſhall continue 
while I ftay in London. If any thing happens to- 
morrow I will add it. Robin's Coffee-houſe. We 
have great news juſt now from Spain; Madrid 
taken, and Pampeluna. I am here ever interrupted, 

21. I have juſt received your letter, which I will 
not anſwer now; God be thanked all things are 6 
well. I find you have not yet had my ſecond: [ 
had a letter from Parviſol, who tells me he gare 
Mrs. Walls a bill of twenty pounds for me, to be 
given to you; but you have not ſent it. This night 
the parliament is diſſolved: great news from Spain; 
King Charles and Stanhope are at Madrid, and Count 
Staremberg has taken Pampeluna. Farewel, This 
is from St. James's Coffee-houſe. I will begin my 
anſwer to your letter to-night ; but. not ſend it til 
week. Pray tell me whether you like this Journal 
way of writing.-T don't like your reaſons ſor 10! 
going to Trim. Parviſol tells me he can ſell you! 
horſe; ſell it with a pox ? Pray let him know that 
he ſhall fell his foul as ſoon. What? ſell any thing. 


tht 
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that Stella loves, and may ſometimes ride? It is hers, 
and let her do as the pleaſes : pray let him know this 
by the firſt that you know goes to Trim. Let him 
{ll my grey, and be hanged. 


LET TIR . 


London, Sept. 21, 1710. 


ERE mult I begin another letter, on a whole 

ſheet, for fear ſawcy little MD ſhould be an- 
| ory, and think much that the paper is too little. I 
had your letter this night, as I told you juſt and no 
| more in my laſt; for this muſt be taken up in an- 
ſwering yours, ſaucebox. I believe I told you 
{ where I dined to-day ; and to-morrow I go out of 
town for two days to dine with the ſame company 
on Sunday ; Moleſworth the Florence envoy, Strat- 
ford, and ſome others. I heard to-day that a gen- 


tlewoman from Lady Giffard's houſe had been at the 
Cottee-houſe to enquire for me. It was Stella's 


mother, I ſuppoſe. I ſhall ſend her a penny-poſt 
letter to-morrow, and contrive to ſee her without 
hazarding ſeeing Lady Giffard, which I will not 
do until ſhe begs my pardon. 

22. I dined to-day at Hampſtead with Lady Lu- 
cy, &c. and when I got home found a letter from 
Joe, with one incloſed to Lord Wharton, which I 
will ſend to his Excellency, and ſecond it as well as 
can; but to talk of getting the Queen's order, is 
a jeſt, Things are in ſuch a combuſtion here, that 
lam adviſed not to meddle yet in the affair I am 
upon, which concerns the clergy of a whole king- 
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dom; and does he think any body will trouble the 
Queen about Joe? We ſhall, I hope, get a recom- 
mendation from the Lord-lieutenant to the truſtees 
for the linen buſineſs, and I hope that will do; and 
ſo I will write to him in a few days, and he muſt 
have patience. This is an anſwer to part of your 
letter as well as his. I lied, it is to-morrow ! 90 
to the country, and I won't anſwer a bit more of 
your letter yet. 

23. Here is ſuch a ſtir and buſtle with this little 
MD of ours; I muſt be writing every night; I 
can't go to bed without a word to them ; I can't put 
out my candle till I have bid them good night: 0 
Lord, O Lord! Well, I dined the firſt time, to- 
day, with Will Frankland and his fortune ; ſhe is 
not very handſome. Did I not ſay I would go out 
of town to-day; I hate lying abroad and clutter ; I 
20 to-morrow 1n Frankland's chariot, and come back 
at night, Lady Berkeley has invited me to Berke- 
ley-caſtle, and Lady Betty Germain to Drayton in 
Northamptonthire, and I'll go to neither. Let me 
alone, I muſt finiſh my pamphlet. I have ſent a 
long letter to Bickerſtaffe : let the Biſhop of Clogher 
ſmoak it if he can. Well, I'll write to the Biſhop 
of Killala; but you might have told him how ſud- 
den and unexpected my journey was though. Deuce 
take Lady 8 and if I know D-, he is a 
rawboned-iaced fellow, not handſome, nor vili- 
bly ſo young as you fay : ſhe ſacrifices two thou. 
ſand pounds a year, and keeps only ſix hundred. 
Well, you have had all my land journey in my 
cone 
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cond letter, and ſo much for that. So, you have 
oot into Preſto's lodgings ; very fine, truly! We 
have had a fortnight of the moſt glorious weather 
on earth, and ſtill continues : I hope you have made 
the beſt of it. Ballygall will be a pure good place 
for air, if Mrs. Aſhe makes good her promiſe. Stel- 
la writes like an Emperor: I am afraid it hurts your 
eyes; take care of that pray, pray Mrs. Stella. 
Can't you do what you will with your own horſe? 


Pray don't let that puppy Parviſol fell him. Patrick 


is drunk about three times a week, and I bear it, 
and he has got the better of me; but one of theſe 
days I will poſitively turn him off to the wide world, 
when none of you are by to intercede for him. — 
Stuf—how can I get her huſband into the Char- 
ter-houſe ?—get a into the Charter- houſe.— 
| Write conſtantly | Why firrah, don't I write 
every day, and ſometimes twice a day to MD? 
Now I have anſwered all your letter, and the reſt 
muſt be as it can be; ſend me my bill. Tell Mrs. 
Brent * what I ſay of the Charter-houſe. I think 
this enough for one night ; and fo farewel till this 
ume to-morrow. 


24. To-day I dined fix miles out of town at Will 
Pate's, with Stratford, Frankland, and the Moleſ- 


worths, and came home at night, and was weary 


and lazy. I can ſay no more now, but good night. 


25. I was fo lazy to-day that I dined at next 
door +, and have fat at home ſince fix, writing to the 
Biſhop of Clogher, Dean Sterne, and Mr. Manley: 

* The DoQor's houſekeeper. 


+ This muſt have been at Mrs, Vanhomrigh's. 
2 the 
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the laſt, becauſe I am in fear for him about his place 
and have ſent him my opinion, what I and his other: 
friends here think he ought to do. I hope he wil 
take it well, My advice was, to keep as much in 
favour as poſſible with Sir Thomas Frankland, his 
maſter here. 

26. Smoak how I widen the margin by lying in 
bed when I wiite. My bed lies on the wrong fide 
for me, ſo that I am forced often to write when! 
am up. Manley you muſt know has had people 
putting in for his place already ; and has been com- 
plained of for opening letters. Remember that lad 
Sunday, September 24, 1710, was as hot as Mid- 
ſummer. This was written in the morning; 'tis 
now night, and Preſto in bed. Here's a clutter, ] 
have gotten MD's ſecond letter, and I muſt anſwer 
it here. I gave the bill to Tooke, and ſo— Well,! 
dined to-day with Sir John Holland the compttol- 
ler, and fat with him till eight; then came home 
and ſent my letters, and writ part of a lampoon“, 
which goes on very flow, and now I am writing to 
ſaucy MD; no wonder, indeed, good boys mult 
write to naughty girls. I. han't ſeen your mother 
yet; my penny-polt letter, I ſuppoſe miſcarried: | 
will write another. Mr. S—— came to fee me; 
and faid M—— was going to the country nei! 
morning with her huſband (who I find is a {urly 
brute) ſo I could only deſire my ſervice to her. 

27. To- day all our company dined at Will Frank- 
land's, with Steele and Addiſon too. This is th: 


* This was, the Virtues of Sid Hamet, the magician's rod. 
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&rſt rainy day ſince I came to town; I can't afford 
to anſwer your letter yet. Morgan, the puppy, 
writ me a long letter to deſire I would recommend 
him for purſe-bearer or ſecretary to the next Lord- 
chancellor that would come with the next governor, 
[ will not anſwer him; but beg you will ſay theſe 
words to his father Raymond *, or any body that 
will tell him: that Dr. Swift has received his letter, 
and would be very ready to ſerve him, but cannot 
do it in what he defires, becauſe he has no ſort of 
intereſt in the perſons to be applied to. Theſe 
| words you may write, and let Joe, or Mr, War- 
burton +, give them to him: a pox on him! How- 
ever, tis by theſe ſort of ways that fools get prefer- 
ment. I muſt not end yet, becauſe I can't ſay good 
night without loſing a line, and then MD would 
ſcold ; but now, good night. 
28. I have the fineſt piece of Brazil tobacco for 
Dingley that ever was born. You talk of Leigh; 
| why he won't be in Dublin theſe two months: he 
goes to the country, then returns to London, to ſee 
| how the world goes here in parliament. Good night, 
firrahs; no, no, not night; I writ this in the morn- 
ing, and looking careleſly I thought it had been of 
lat night. I dined to-day with Mrs. Barton alone 
at her lodgings, where ſhe told me for certain that 
Lady 8 was with child when ſhe was laſt in 
England, and pretended a tympany, and ſaw every 


Dr. Raymond is only called his father, becauſe he W Mr. 
Morgan's intereſt with all his power. 
The Doctor's curate at Laracor. 
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body ; then diſappeared for three weeks, her tym. 
pany was gone, and ſhe looked like a ghoſt, &c. No 
wonder ſhe married when ſhe was fo ill at containing, 
Conolly is out, and Mr. Roberts in his place, who 
loſes a better here, but was formerly a commiſſioner 
in Ireland. That employment colt Conolly three 
thouſand pounds to Lord Wharton; ſo he has made 
one ill bargain in his life. 

29. I wiſh MD a merry Michaeimas. I dined 
with Mr. Addiſon, and Jervas the painter, at Addi- 
fon's country place; and then came home, and writ 
more to my lampoon. I made a Tatler fince I came: 
gueſs which it is, and whether the Biſhop of Clogher 
fmoaks it. I ſaw Mr. Sterne to-day : he will do az 
you order, and I will give him chocolate for Stellas 
health. He goes not theſe three weeks. I wish 
I could ſend. it ſome other way. So now to your 
letter, brave boys. I don't like your way of ſaving 
ſhillings: nothing vexes me but that it does not 
make Stella a coward in a coach. I don't think 
any Lady's advice about my ear fignifies two-pence: 
however I will, in compliance to you, aſk Dr. 
Cockburn. Radcliffe I know not, and Bernard 1 
never fee. Walls will certainly be ſtingier for ſeven 
years, upon pretence of his robbery. So Stella puns 
again; why, tis well enough; but III not ſecond 
it, though I could make a dozen : I never thought of 
a pun fince I left Ireland. —Biſhop of Clogher's 
bill? why, he paid it me; do you think I was ſuch 
a fool to go without it? as for the four ſhillings, I 
will give you a bill on Parviſol for it on t'other ſide 
this paper; and pray tear off the two letters J ſhall 

Rt Wilte 
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write to him and Joe, or let Dingley tranſcribe and 
ſend them; though that to Parviſol, I believe, he 
muſt have my hand for. No, no, I'll eat no grapes; 
[ ate about fix to'ther day at Sir John Holland's ; 
but would not give ſix-pence for a thouſand, they 
are ſo bad this year. Yes, faith, I hope in God 
Preſto and MD will be together this time twelve- 
month : what then? laſt year I ſuppoſe I was at 
Laracor ; but next I hope to eat my, Michaelmas 
gooſe at my two little gooſes' lodgings. I drink no 
aile (I ſuppoſe you mean ale) but yet good wine 
every day, of five and fix ſhillings a bottle. O 
Lord, how much Stella writes: pray don't carry 
that too far, young women, but be temperate to 
hold out. To-morrow I go to Mr. Harley. Why; 
ſmall hopes from the Duke of Ormond : he loves 
me very well, I believe, and would, in my turn, 
give me ſomething to make me eaſy; and I have 
good intereſt among his beſt friends. But I don't 
think of any thing farther than the buſineſs I am 
upon: you ſee I writ to Manley before I had your 
letter, and I fear he will be out. Yes, Mrs. Owl, 
Blighe's corpſe came to Cheſter when I was there, 
and I told you ſo in my letter, or forgot it. I 
lodge in Bury-ſtreet, where I removed a week ago. 
[ have the firſt floor, a dining-room, and bed-cham- 
ber at eight ſhillings a week ; plaguy deep, but I 
ſpend nothing for eating, never go to a tavern, and 
very ſeldom in a coach ; yet after all it will be ex- 
penſive. Why do you trouble yourſelf, Miſtreſs 
stella, about my inſtrument? I have the ſame the 
archbiſhop gave me; and it is as good now the 


Biſhops 


222 DR. SWIF T's 
Biſhops are away. The Dean friendly; the Dean 
be pox t: a great piece of friendſhip indeed, what 
you heard him tell the Biſhop of Clogher ; I woy. 
der he had the face to talk fo: but he lent me mo. 
ney, and that's enough. Faith I would not ſend this 
theſe four days, only for writing to Joe and Parviſol. 
Tell the Dean, that when the Biſhops ſend me any 
pacquets, they muſt not write to me at Mr. dteele's; 
but dire& for Mr. Steele, at his office at the Cockpit; 
and let the incloſed be directed for me: that miſtake 
colt me eighteen pence t'other day. 

30. I dined with Stratford to-day, but am not to 
fee Mr. Harley till Wedneſday : tis late, and I fend 
this before there is occaſion for the bell; becauſe! 
would have Joe have his letter, and Parviſol too; 
which you muſt ſo contrive as not to coſt them 


double poſtage. I can ſay no more, but that! 
am, Sc. | 


ERTTERY. 


London, Sept. 30, 1710. 


AN'T I brought myſelf into a fine premunire 

to begin writing letters in whole ſheets, and 

now I dare not leave it off. I can't tell whether 
you like theſe journal letters: I believe they would 
be dull to me to read them over ; but, perhaps, little 
MD is pleaſed to know how Preſto paſſes his time in 
her abſence. I always begin my laſt the fame day | 
ended the former. I told you where I dined to- 
at a tavern with Stratford: Lewis, who is a grel 
favourits 
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twourite of Harley's, was to have been with us; 
put he was hurried to Hampton- court, and ſent his 
excuſe; and that next Wedneſday he would intro- 
Juce me to Harley. "Tis good to ſee what a la- 
mentable confeſſion the whigs all make me cf my 
ill uſage: but I mind them not. I am already re- 
preſented to Harley as a diſcontented perſon, that 
was uſed ill for not being whig enough ; and I hope 
for good uſage from him. The tories dryly tell me, 
I may make my fortune, if I pleaſe; but I do not 
underſtand them, or rather, I do underſtand them. 


Oct. 1. To-day I dined at Moleſworth's, the 
Florence envoy ; and fat this evening with my friend 
Darteneuf, whom you have heard me talk of; the 
greateſt punner of this town next myſelf. Have 
you ſmoakt the Tatler that I writ? it is much liked 
here, and I think it a pure one. To-morrow I go 
with Delaval the Portugal Envoy, to dine with Lord 
Hallifax near Hampton-court. Your Manley's bro- 
ther, a Parliament-man here, has gotten an employ- 
ment; and I am informed uſes much intereſt to pre- 
ſerve his brother : and, to-day, I ſpoke to the elder 
Frankland to engage his father, (poſt-maſter here) 
and I hope he will be ſafe, although he is cruelly 
hated by all the tories of Ireland. I have almoſt 
finiſhed my lampoon, and will print it for revenge 
on a certain great perſon &. Jt has coſt me but 
three ſhillings in meat and drink ſince I came here, 
as thin as the town is. I laugh to ſee myſelf fo diſ- 
engaged in theſe revolutions. Well, I mult leave 


The Earl of Godolphin. 
off 
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off and go write to Sir John Stanley, to defire him k 
to engage Lady Hyde as my miſtreſs to engage Lord ale 
Hyde in favour of Mr. Pratt. ſoo1 
2. Lord Halifax was at Hampton-court at his 12 
lodgings, and I dined with him there with Methuen, oe 
and Delaval, and the late Attorney General. I went and 
to the drawing-room before dinner, (for the Queen * 
Was at Hampton: court) and expected to ſee nobody; 1 
but I met acquaintance enough. I walked in the 1 
gardens, ſaw the cartons of Raphael, and other r 
things, and with great difficulty got from Lord Hali- x 
fax, who would have kept me to-morrow to ſhe A 
me his houſe and park, and improvements. We lcf; - x 
Hampton-court at ſun- ſet, and got here in a chariot K 
and two horſes time enough by ſtar-light. That's 4 
ſomething charms me mightily about London : that 7 
you go dine a dozen miles off in October, ſtay all day, 26 
and return ſo quickly: you cannot do any thing like 1 
this in Dublin #. I writ a ſecond penny-polt letter it! 
to your mother, and hear nothing of her. Did I tell ol 
you that Earl Berkeley died laſt Sunday was ſe'n- 0 
night, at Berkeley-caſtle, of a dropſy? Lord Halifax 25 
began a health to me to-day; it was the reſurrection . p 
of the whigs, which I refuſed unleſs he would add 
their reformation too; and I told him he was the a 
only whig in —— I loved, or had any good 5 
opinion of. 5 
mo 
* When this letter was written there were no turnpike roads in Ire- by 
land: but the caſe now 1s quite altered, and you may dine any where Pre 
* as far from Dublin, and return as quickly, as you can from London. | WT 
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3. This morning Stella's ſiſter came to me with 
a letter from her mother, who is at Sheene ; but will 
ſon be in town, and will call to ſee me: ſhe gave 
me a bottle of palſy-water, a ſmall one, and defired 
I would ſend it you by the firſt convenience, as I will: 
and ſhe promiſes a quart bottle of the ſame: your 
ſiſter lookt very well, and ſeems a good modeſt fort 
of girl. I went then to Mr. Lewis, firſt Secretary 
to Lord Dartmouth, and favourite to Mr. Harley, 
who is to introduce me to-morrow morning. Lewis 
had with him one Mr. Dyet, a juſtice of peace, 
worth twenty thouſand pounds, a commiſſioner of 
the ſtamp- office, and married to a fiſter of Sir Phi- 
lip Meadows, Envoy to the Emperor. I tell you 
this, becauſe it is odds but this Mr. Dyet will be 
hanged ; for he is diſcovered to have counterfeited 
ſtampt paper, in which he was a commiſſioner : 
and, with his accomplices, has cheated the Queen 
of an hundred thouſand pounds. You will hear of 
it before this come to you, but may be not fo parti- 
cularly ; and it is a very odd accident in ſuch a man. 
| omoak Preſto writing news to MD. 1 dined to- 
day with Lord Mountjoy at Kenſington, and walk- 
ed from thence this evening to town like an Empe- 
ror. Remember that yeſterday, October 2, was a 
| cruel hard froſt, with ice; and fix days ago I was 
dying with heat. As thin as the town is, I have 
more dinners than ever, and am aſked this month 
by ſome people, without being able to come for 
preengagements. Well, but I ſhould write plainer, 
when I conſider Stella can't read, and Dingley is 
not fo {killful at my ugly hand. I had, to-night, a 
Vor. XIV. Q.- letter 
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letter from Mr. Pratt, who tells me, Joe will haze 
his money when there are Truſtees appointed by the 
Lord Lieutenant for receiving and diſpoſing the linen 
fund; and whenever thoſe Truſtees are appointed, ! 
will ſolicit whoever is Lord Lieutenant, and am in 
no fear of ſucceeding. So pray tell or write him 
word, and bid him not be cait down; for Ned 
Southwell and Mr. Addiſon both think Pratt in the 
right. Don't loſe your money at Manley's to-night 
firrahs. 

4. After I had put out my candle laſt night, my 
landlady came into my room, with a ſervant of Lord 
Halifax, to deſire I would go dine with him at his 
houſe near Hampton-court ; but I ſent him word! 
had buſineſs of great importance that hindered me, 
&c. And, to-day, I was brought privately to Mr. 
Harley, who received me with the greateſt reſpec 
and kindneſs imaginable ; he has appointed me an 
hour on Saturday at four, afternoon, when J will 
open my buſineſs to him; which exprefiion I eule 
not uſe if I were a woman. I know you ſmoakt it; 
but I did not till I writ it. I dined to-day at Mi. 
Delaval's, the Envoy of Portugal, with Nic. Rowe 
the poet, and other friends; and 1 gave my lam- 
poon to be printed. I have more miſchicf in my 
heart; and I think it ſhall go round with them al 
as this hits, and I can find hints. I am certain! 
anſwered your ad letter, and yet I do not find f 
here. I ſuppoſe it was in my 4th : and why N. 20 
2d; it is not enough to fay, as I do, 1, 2, 37 C 
I am going to work at another Tatler : I'll be fi 


enough but I ſay the ſame thing over two or three 
2 times 
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times, juſt as I do when I am talking 10 little MD; 
but what care I ? they can read it as eaſily as I can 
write it: I think I have brought theſe lines pretty 
ſtraight again. I fear it will be long before I finiſh 
| two lides at this rate. Pray, dear MD, when I oc- 
| cafionally give you any little commiſſion mixt with 
| my letters, don't forget it, as that to Morgan and 
Joe, &c. for J write oft as I can romember; other- 
viſe I would put them all together. I was to viſit 
Mr. Sterne to-day, and gave him your commiſſion 
about handkerchiefs : that of chocolate I will do 
myſelf, and fend it him when he goes, and you'll 
| pay me when the givers bread, &c. To-night I 
| will read a pamphlet, to amuſe myſelf, God pre- 
| ſerve your dear healths. 

g. This morning Delayal came to ſee me, and 
| we went to Kneller's &, who was not in town. In 
| the way we met the electors for parliament- men: 
and the rabble came about our coach, crying a Colt, 
Ja Stanhope, &c. we were afraid of a dead cat, or 
our glaſſes broken, and fo were always of their fide. 
FI dined again at Delaval's; and in the evening, at 
the Coffee-houſe, heard Sir Andrew Fountain was 
come to town. This has been but an inſipid fort 
Jof day, and I have nothing to remark upon it worth 
| three-pence: I hope MD had a better, with the 
dean, the biſhop, or Mrs. Walls. Why, the rea- 
ſon you loſt four and eight-pence laſt night but one 
at Manley's, was becauſe you played bad games: I 
| took notice of ſix that you had ten to one againſt 


* Sir Godfrey Kneller's, the painter. 
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you : Would any but a mad lady go out twice upon 
Manilio, Baſto, and two ſmall diamonds ? Then in 
that game of ſpades, you blundered when you had 
ten-ace ; I never ſaw the like of you: and now you 
are in a huff becauſe I tell you this. Well, here's 
two and eight-pence half-penny towards your lok,, 
6. Sir Andrew Fountain came this morning, and 
caught me writing in bed. I went into the cit 
with him; and we dined at the Chop-houſe with 
Will Pate, the learned woollen-draper : then we 
ſaunter'd at china-ſhops and bookſellers ; went to 
the tavern, drank two pints of white wine, and ne- 
ver parted till ten: and now I'm come home, and 
mult copy out ſome papers I intend for Mr. Harley, 
whom I am to ſee, as I told you, to-morrow after. 
noon : ſo that this night I ſhall fay little to MD, 
but that I heartily wiſh myſelf with them, and will 
come as ſoon as I either fail, or compaſs my buſ- 
neſs. We now hear daily of elections; and, ina 
liſt I ſaw yeſterday of about twenty, there are ſeven 
or eight more tories than in the laſt parliament; 6 
that I believe they need not fear a majority, with 
the help of thoſe who will vote as the court pleaſes. 
But I have been told, that Mr. Harley himſelf would 
not let the tories be too numerous, for fear they 
ſhould be inſolent, and kick againſt him; and for 
that reaſon they have kept ſeveral whigs in employ- 
ments, who expected to be turned out every day; 


as Sir John Holland the comptroller, and many 
others. And ſo get you gone to your cards, and 


your claret and orange, at the dean's, and I'll gp 
” *rite. 


2 | 7, | 
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7. I wonder when this letter will be finiſhed : it 
muſt go by Tueſday, that's certain; and if I have 
one from MD before, I will not anſwer it, that's 
zs certain too! T'is now morning, and I did not 
| finiſh my papers for Mr. Harley laſt night; for you 

muſt underſtand Preſto was fleepy, and made blun- 
ders and blots. Very pretty that I muſt be writing 
to young women in a morning freſh and faſting, 
faith, Well, good morrow to you; and fo I go to 
buſineſs, and lay aſide this paper till night, ſirrahs. 
At night. Jack How told Harley, that if there 
| were a lower place in hell than another, it was re- 
ſerved for his porter, who tells lies ſo gravely, and 
with ſo civil a manner. This porter I have had to 
deal with, going this evening at four to viſit Mr. 
Harley, by his own appointment. But the fellow 
told me no lie, though I ſuſpected every word he 
| ſaid. He told me his maſter was juſt gone to din- 
| ner, with much company, and deſired I would come 
an hour hence, which 1 did, expecting to hear Mr. 
| Harley was gone out; but they had juſt done din- 
| ner. Mr. Harley came out to me, brought me in, 
and preſented me to his ſon-in-law, Lord Doblane * 
(or ſome ſuch name) and his own fon, and among 
| others, Will Penn the quaker: we fat two hours 
| drinking as good wine as you do; and two hours 
more he and I alone; where he heard me tell my 
| bulineſs : entered into it with all kindneſs ; aſkt for 
| My powers, and read them; and read likewiſe a 


* Lord Dupplin. 
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memorial I had drawn up , and put it in his pock- 171 
et to ſhew the Queen; told me the meaſures he yol 
would take; and, in ſhort, ſaid every thing I could bns 
wiſh : told me he mult bring Mr. St. John (lecre. I 
tary of ſtate) and me acquainted ; and ſpoke fo ma. ha 
ny things of perſonal kindneſs and eſteem for me, che 
that I am inclined halt to believe what ſome friend, WW Bu 
have told me, That he would do every thing to ha 
bring me over. He has deſired to dine with me gre 
(what a comical miſtake was that) I mean he has Ar 
deſired me to dine with him on Tueſday ; and after ho 
four hours being with him, ſet me down at St. James's of 
Coffee-houſe, in a hackney coach. All this is odd an 
and comical, if you conſider him and me. He ch 
knew my Chriſtian name very well. I could not 
forbear ſaying thus much upon this matter, although H 
you will think it tedious. But III tell you; you to 
muſt know, tis fatal to me to be a ſcoundrel and fir 
a prince the ſame day: for being to ſee him at four, cc 
I could not engage myſelf to dine at any friend's; an 
ſo I went to Tooke, to give him a ballad and dine to 
with him; but he was not at home: fo I was if 
forced to go to a blind chophouſe, and dine for ten- w 
pence upon gill-ale, bad broth, and three chops cf ne 
mutton ; and then go reeking from thence to ti by 
firſt miniſter of ſtate. And now I am going in che ye 
rity to ſend Steele a tatler, who is very low of late. 
I think J am civiller than I uſed to be; and hav: 
not uſed the expreſſion of (you in Ireland) and [us 5 
ta 
+ See the Collection of Letters printed for Podſley and other, f 
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* England) as I did when I was here before, t 

your great indignation.— They may talk of the you 
Inow what * ; but, gad, if it had not been for that, 
1] ſhould never have been able to get the acceſs I 
have had ; and if that helps me to ſucceed, then 
that ame thing will be ſerviceable to the church. 
But how far we muſt depend upon new friends, I 
have learnt by long practice, though I think among 
great miniſters, they are juſt as good as old ones. 
And fo I think this important day has made a great 
hole in this ſide of the paper; and the fiddle faddles 
of to-morrow and Monday will make up the reſt; 


and, beſides, I ſhall ſee Harley on Tuelday before 


| this letter goes. 


8. I mutt tell you a great piece of refinement of 
Harley. He charged me to come to him often : I 
told him I was loth to trouble him in ſo much bu- 
ſineſs as he had, and defired I might have leave to 
come at his levee; which he immediately refuſed, 
and faid, That was not a place for friends to come 
to. "Tis now but morning, and I have got a fool- 
iſh trick, I muſt ſay ſomething to MD when I 
wake, and wiſh them a good morrow ; for this is 
not a ſhaving-day, Sunday, fo J have time enough: 
but get you gone, you rogues, I muſt go write : 
yes, twill vex me to the blood if any of theſe long 


* Theſe words ſeem to refer to the apprehenſi-n the miniſtry were 
under, that Swift would take part with their enemies, and therefore 
it was that Harley would do every thing to bring him over. It is cer- 
tain, that after Swift had become intimate with the mi tniftry, they 
freely acknowledged to him in converſation, chat he was the only man 
in England they were afraid of. 


24 letters 


232 DR. SWIFT's 


letters ſhould miſcarry : if they do, I will ſhrink to 
half ſheets again; but then what will you do to 
make up the journal ? there will be ten days of 
Preſto's life lot; and that will be a fad thing, faith 


and troth.—At night. I was at a loſs to-day for a MD 
dinner, unleſs I would have gone a great way, ſo! of n 
dined with ſome friends that board hereabout, as 3 have 
ſpunger ; and this evening Sir Andrew Fountain of t 
would needs have me go to the tavern, where, for naſt 
two bottles of wine, Portugal and Florence, among Im 
three of us, we had ſixteen ſhillings to pay; but if beſe 
ever he catches me ſo again, III ſpend as many finil 
pounds; and therefore I have put it among my ex. — 
traordinaries: but we had a neck of mutton dreſt a oh 


la Maintenon, that the dog could not eat: and it is 
now twelve o'clock, and I muſt go fleep. I hope 
this letter will go before I have MD's third. Do 
you believe me? and yet, faith, I long for MD's 
third too: and yet I would have it to ſay, that! 
write five for two, I am not fond at all of $t. 
James's Coffee-houſe, as I uſed to be. I hope it 


will mend in winter; but now they are all out of 


town at elections, or not come from their country 
houſes. Yeſterday I was going with Dr. Garth to h 
dine with Charles Main, near the Tower, who has " 
an employment there : he is of Ireland ; the Biſhoy i 
of Clogher knows him well: an honeſt, goodna- 2 
tured fellow, a thorough hearty laugher, mightily 
belov'd by the men of wit: his miſtreſs is never i 
above a cook-maid. And fo, good night, &c. | / 


9.1 
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g. 1 dined to-day at Sir John Stanley's ; my La- 
ay Stanley is one of my favourites: I have as 
many here as the Biſhop of Killala has in Ireland. 
| am thinking what ſcurvy company I ſhall be to 
MD when I come back : they know every thing 
of me already: I will tell you no more, or I ſhall 
| have nothing to ſay, no ſtory to tell, nor any kind 


naſty, filthy wine, that turned ſour on my ſtomach. 
I muſt go to the tavern: oh, but I told you that 
before, To-morrow I dine at Harley's, and will 
Eniſh this letter at my return; but I can write no 
more now, becauſe of the Archbiſhop? faith *tis 
true; for I am going now to write to him an ac- 
| count of what I have done in the buſineſs with 
Harley: and, faith, young women, T'll tell you 
what you muſt count upon, that I never will write 
one word on the third tide in theſe long letters. 
| 10. Poor MD's letter was lying ſo huddled up 
| among papers I could not find it: I mean poor Preſ- 
| to's letter. Well, I dined with Mr. Harley to-day, 
| and hope ſome things will be done; but J muſt ſay 
no more: and this letter muſt be ſent to the poſt- 
houſe, and not by the bell- man. I am to dine 


| iſſue, And ſo now, ſoon as ever I can in bed, I 
muſt begin my 6th to MD, as gravely as if I had 


| Methinks J don't write as I ſhould, becauſe I am 
dot in bed: ſee the ugly wide lines. God Almighty 
| Ever bleſs you, &c. 


Faith, 


of thing. I was very uneaſy laſt night with ugly, 


again there on Sunday next; I hope to ſome good 


| not written a word this month : fine doings, faith. 
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Faith, this is a whole treatiſe ; I'll go reckon the 
lines on t'other ſides. I've reckoned them *. 


. 


London, Oct. 10, 1710. 


O, as I told you juſt now in the letter ] ſent 

half an hour ago, I dined with Mr. Harley to. 
day, who preſented me to the attorney-general Sit 
Simon Harcourt, with much compliment on all 
fides, &. Harley told me he had ſhewn my me- 
morial to the Queen, and ſeconded it very heartily; 
and he deſires me to dine with him again on Sun. 
day, when he promiſes to ſettle it with her majeſty, 
before ſhe names a governor ; and I proteſt I am 
in hopes it will be done, all but the forms, by that 
time ; for he loves the church: this is a popular thing, 
and he would not have a governor ſhare in it ; and, 
beſides, I am told by all hands, he has a mind to 
gain me over. But in the letter I writ laſt poll 
(yeſterday) to the Archbiſhop I did not tell him x 
{ſyllable of what Mr. Harley ſaid to me laſt night, 
becauſe he charged me to keep it ſecret : ſo I would 
not tell it to you, but that before this goes, I hops 
the ſecret will be over. I am now writing my 
poetical Deſcription of a ſhower in London, and 
will ſend it to the Tatler. This is the laſt ſheet 0 
a whole quire I have written ſince I came to tow. 


Serenty- three lines in folio upon one page, and in a very {mall 
hand, 


P 1 2 J. 
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Pray, now it comes into my head, will you, when 
ou go to Mrs. Wall, contrive to know whether 
Mrs. Weſley be in town, and ſtill at her brother's, 
and how ſhe is in health, and whether ſhe ſtays in 


town. I writ to her from Cheſter, to know what 
I ſhould do with her note; and I believe the poor 
| woman is afraid to write to me: ſo I muſt go to my 
buſineſs, &c. 


11. To-day at laſt I dined with Lord Montrath, 


and carried Lord Mountjoy and Sir Andrew Foun- 
| tain with me; and was looking over them at om- 
bre till eleven this evening like a fool: they played 
| running ombre half crovns ; and Sir Andrew Foun- 
| tain won eight guineas of Mr. Coote : ſo I am come 
home late, and will ſay but little to MD this night. 
have gotten half a buſhel of coals, and Patrick, 
che extravagant whelp, had a fire ready for me; 
but I pickt off the coals before I went to-bed. It 
is a ſign London is now an empty place, when it 
| will not furniſh me with matter for above five or 
| fix lines in a day. Did you ſmoke in my laſt how 
| I told you the very day and the place you were play- 
ing ombre ? But ] interlined and altered a little, after 
had received a letter from Mr. Manley, that faid you 
nere at it in his houſe, while he was writing to me; 
1 but without his help I gueſs'd within one day. Your 
town is certainly much more ſociable than ours. 
have not ſeen your mother yet, &c. 


12. I dined to-day with Dr. Garth and Mr. Ad- 


diſon, at the Devil tavern by Temple-bar, and 
1 Garth treated; and 'tis well I dine every day, elſe I 
k bnould be longer making out my letters : for we are 


yet 
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yet in a very dull ſtate, only enquiring every day 
after new elections, where the tories carry it amon 
the new members ſix to one. Mr. Addiſon's elec. 
tion has paſſed eaſy and undiſputed; and I believe, 
if he had a mind to be choſen king, he would 
hardly be refuſed. An odd accident has happened 
at Colcheſter : one captain Lavallin coming from 
Flanders or Spain, found his wife with child by a 
clerk of Doctor's Commons, whoſe trade, you know, 
it is to prevent fornications : and this clerk was the 
very ſame fellow that made the diſcovery of Dyet's 
counterfeiting the ſtamp paper. Lavallin has been 
this fortnight hunting after the clerk to kill him; 
but the fellow was conſtantly employed at the Trea- 
ſury about the diſcovery he made: the wife had made 
a ſhift to patch up the buſineſs, alledging that the 
clerk had told 'her her huſband was dead, and other 
excuſes ; but t'other day ſomebody told Lavallin his 
wife had intrigues before he married her: upon 
which he goes down in a rage, ſhoots his wife through 
the head, then falls on his ſword; and, to make 
the matter ſure, at the ſame time diſcharges a piltel 
through his own head, and died on the ſpot, his 
wife ſurviving him about two hours; but in what 
circumſtances of mind and body is terrible to 1ma- 
gine. TI have finiſhed my poem on the Shower, all 
but the beginning, and am going on with my Tat- 
ler. They have fixt about fifty things on me ſince! 
came : I have printed but three. One advantage | 
get by writing to you daily, or rather you get, is, 
that I ſhall remember not to write the ſame things 

twice; 
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twice; and yet I fear I have done it often already: 
but I'll mind and confine myſelf to the accidents of 
the day; and ſo get you gone to ombre, and be good 
| girls, and fave your money, and be rich againſt Preſ- 
| to comes, and write to me now and then: I am 
| thinking it would be a pretty thing to hear ſome- 
| thing from ſaucy MD; but don't hurt your eyes 
Stella, I charge you. 
| 13. O Lord, here's but a trifle of my letter 
| written yet; what ſhall Preſto do for prittle prattle 
| to entertain MD? The talk now grows freſher of 
the Duke of Ormond for Ireland, though Mr. Ad- 
diſon ſays he hears it will be in commiſſion, and 
Lord Gallaway one. Theſe letters of mine are a 
ſort oſ journal, where matters open by degrees; and, 
as tell true or falſe, you will find by the event 
| whether my intelligence be good; but I don't care 
| two-pence whether it be or no. At night. To- 
day I was all about St. Paul's, and up at the top 
E like a fool, with Sir Andrew Fountain and two 
more; and ſpent ſeven ſhillings for my dinner like 
| a puppy: this is the ſecond time he has ſerved me 
| ſo; but I'Il never do it again, though all mankind 
| ſhould perſuade me, unconſidering puppies! There's 
j a young fellow here in town we are all fond of, and 
about a year or two come from the univerſity, one 
Harriſon, a little pretty fellow, with a great deal of 
wit, good ſenſe, and good nature; has written ſome 
mighty pretty things; that in your 6th Miſcellanea, 
about the Sprig of an Orange, is his: he has no- 
thing to live on but being governor to one of the 
Duke of Queenſbury's ſons for forty pounds a year. 
The 
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The fine fellows are always inviting him to the ta. 
vern, and make him pay his club. Henley i; , 
great crony of his: they are often at the tavern at 
fix or ſeven ſhillings reckoning, and always male, 
the poor lad pay his full ſhare. A colonel ang , 
Lord were at him and me the ſame way to-night: 
J abſolutely refuſed, and made Harriſon lag behind, 
and perſuaded him not to go to them. I tell you 
this, becauſe I find all rich fellows have that humour 
of uſing all people without any conſideration of their 
fortunes ; but I'll fee them rot before they ſhall ſerve 
me ſo. Lord Halifax is always teazing me to 9⁰ 
down to his country houſe, which will coſt me 2 
guinea to his ſervants, and twelve ſhillings coach 
hire; and he ſhall be hanged firſt. Is not this 1 
plaguy filly ftory ? But I am vext at the heart; for 
I love the young fellow, and am reſolved to ſtir up 
people to do ſomething for him: he is a whig, and 
Ill put him upon ſome of my caſt whigs ; for | 
have done with them, and they have, I hope, done 
with this kingdom for our time. "They were {ure 
of the four members for London above all places, 
and they have loſt three in the four. Sir Richard 
Onſlow, we hear, has loſt for Surry : and they are 
overthrown in moſt places. Lookee, gentlewomen, 
if I write long letters, I muſt write you news and 
ſtuff, unleſs I ſend you my verſes ; and ſome I date 
not; and thoſe on the Shower in London I have 
ſent to the Tatler, and you may ſee them in Ireland, 
I fancy youll ſmoak me in the Tatler I am going 


to write; for I believe I have told you the hint. | 
had 
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had a letter ſent me to- night from Sir Matthew 
| Dudley, and found it on my table when I came in. 
gecauſe it is extraordinary I will tranſcribe it from 
beginning to end. It is as follows [Is the devil in 
you? Oct. 13, 1710. ] I would have anſwered 
every particular paſſage in it, only I wanted time. 
Here's enough for to-night, ſuch as it is, &c, 

| 14. Is that tobacco at the top of the paper *, 
or what? I don't remember I ſlobbered. Lord, I 
| dreamt of Stella, &c. ſo confuſedly laſt night, and 
that we ſaw Dean Bolton and Sterne go into a ſhop ; 
and ſhe bid me call them to her, and they proved to be 
two parſons I know not; and I walked without till 
E ſhe was ſhifting, and ſuch ſtuff, mixt with much 
melancholy and uneaſineſs, and things not as they 
| ſhould be, and I know not how; and it is now an 
| ugly gloomy morning.—At night, Mr. Addiſon and 
| I dined with Ned Southwell, and walkt in the Park; 
and at the coffee-houſe I found a letter from the 
: Biſhop of Clogher, and a pacquet from MD. I 
opened the Bithop's letter ; but put up MD's, and 
| viſited a Lady juſt come to town, and am now got 
into bed, and going to open your little letter: and 
God ſend I may find MD well, and happy, and 
merry, and that they love Preſto as they do fires. 
Oh, I won't open it yet! yes I will! no I won't; 
am going; I can't ſtay till I turn over: what 
hall I do? my fingers itch ; and I now have it in 


E * The upper part of the letter was a little beſmeared with ſome 
1 ſuch tu; the mark is ſtill on it. 

f hat is, to the next page; for he is now within three lines of 
we bottom of the firſt, 
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week; but I'll write every night, and when it is full 
[ will ſend it; that will be once in ten days, and 
that will be often enough : and if you begin to take 
up the way of writing to Preſto, only becauſe it is 
Tueſday, a Monday bedad, it will grow a taſk ; 
but write when you have a mind. No, no, no, no, 
no, no, no, no—Agad, agad, agad, agad, agad, agad ; 
no, poor Stellakins. Slids, I would the horſe were 
in your chamber. Have I not ordered Parviſol to 
| obey your directions about him ? and han't I ſaid in 
| my former letters, that you may pickle him, and boil 
| him, if you will? what do you trouble me about 
your horſes for ? have I any thing to do with them ? 
—Revolutions a hindrance to me in my buſineſs; 
revoluttons—to me in my bulineſs? if it were not 
for the revolutions, I could do nothing at all; and 
now I have all hopes poſſible, though one is certain 
| of nothing ; but to-morrow I am to have an antwer, 
| and am promiſed an effectual one. I ſuppoſe I have 
| faid enough in this and a former letter how I ſtand 
| with new people; ten times better than ever I did 
with the old; forty times more careſſed. I am to 
| dine to-morrow at Mr. Harley's; and if he con- 
tinues as he has begun, no man has been ever better 
| treated by another. What you ſay about Stella's 
mother, I have ſpoken enough to it already. I be- 
 lieve ſhe is not in town; for I have not yet ſeen her. 
My lampoon is cried up to the {kies; but nobody 
ſuſpects me for it, except Sir Andrew Fountain: at 
leaſt they ſay nothing of it to me. Did not I tell 
Jou of a great man who received me very coldly ? 


that's he ; but lay nothing; 'twas only alittle revenge: 
Vor. XIV. R ; III 
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Ireland ; yet here they run prodigiouſly. Harley 
preſented me to Lord Preſident of Scotland, and Mr. 
Benſon, Lord of the Treaſury. Prior and I came 
away at nine, and fat at the Smyrna till eleven, re- 
ceiving acquaintance. 

16. This morning early I went in a chair, and 
Patrick before it, to Mr. Harley, to give him ano- 
| ther copy of my memorial, as he deſired ; but he 
was full of buſineſs, going to the Queen, and I 
could not ſee him ; but he defired I would ſend up 
the paper, and excuſed himſelf upon his hurry. I 
was a little baulkt; but they tell me it is nothing. 
I ſhall judge by next viſit. I tipt his porter with a 
half crown ; and ſo I am well there for a time at 
leaſt. I dined at Stratford's in the city, and had 
Burgundy and Tockay: came back afoot like a 
ſcoundrel; then went to Mr. Addiſon and ſupt 
with Lord Mountjoy, which made me fick all 
night. I forgot that I bought ſix pound of choco- 
late for Stella, and a little wooden box : and I have 
a preat piece of Brazil tobacco for Dingley, and a. 
botile of palſey water for Stella: all which, with 
the two handkerchiefs that Mr. Sterne has bought, 
and you muſt pay him for, will be put in the box 
directed to Mrs. Curry's, and ſent by Dr. Hawkſhaw, 
whom I have not ſeen; but Sterne has undertaken 
it. The chocolate is a preſent, Madam, for Stella. 
Don't read this, you little rogue, with your little 
eyes; but give it to Dingley, pray now; and IT 
Write as plain as the ſkies: and let Dingley writs 
dtella's part, and Stella dictate to her, when ſhe ap- 
prehends her eyes, &c. 

R 2 17. This 
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This letter ſhould have gone this poſt, if | 
had not been taken up with buſineſs, and two night, 
being late out; fo it muſt ſtay till Thurſday, [ 
dined to-day with your Mr. Sterne, by invitation, 
and drank Iriſh wine *; but, before we parted, there 
came in the Prince of puppies, Colonel Edgworth +; 
ſo I went away. This day came out the Tatle 
made up wholly of my ſhower, and a preface to it. 
They ſay tis the beſt thing I ever writ, and I think 
ſo too. I ſuppoſe the Biſhop of Clogher will ſhey 
it you. Pray tell me how you like it. Tooke i; 
going on with my Miſcellany. I'd give a penny the 
letter to the Biſhop of Killaloe was in it: 'twould do 
him honour. Could not you contrive to ſay you he 


they 


© Claret, 


+ It is reported of this Colonel Ambroſe Edyworth, that he once 
made a viſit to one of his brothers, who lived at the diſlance of about 
one day's journey from his houſe, and that he travelled to ſee him 
with his led horſe, portmantuas, Sc. As ſoon as he arrived at his 


brother's, the portmantuas were unpacked, and three ſuits of fine 10 
cloaths, one finer than another, hung upon chairs in his bed- chamber, Mr 0 
together with his night-gown, and ſhaving plate, diſpoſed in thei 3 
proper places. The next morning, upon his coming down to breck- = . 
faſt, with his boots on, his brother aſked him where he propoſed riding ** 
before dinner: I am going directly home, ſaid the Colonel. Lord! the f 
ſaid his brother, IJ thought you intended to ſtay ſome time with us, vel! 
No, replied the Colonel, I can't ſtay with you at preſent; I only jul "I 
came to ſee you and my ſiſter, and muſt return home this morning. 3 
And accordingly his cloaths, Sc. were packed up, and off he went. ick 
But what merit ſoever the Colonel might have had to boaſt of, li A 
ſon Talbot Edgworth excelled him by at leaſt fifty bars length. Tu the b 
bot never thought of any thing but fine cloaths, ſplendid furniture to be 
for his horſe, and exciting, as he flattered himſelf, univerſal adi and! 
ration. In theſe purſuits he expended his whole income, which, ® woul; 
beſt, was very inconſiderable: in other reſpects he cared not how If his c 
lived, To do him juſtice, he was an exceeding handſome fe Low, well the j 


Jl hapech 
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they are printing my things together ; and that you 
wiſh the bookſeller had that letter among the reſt : 
but don't ſay any thing of it as from me, I forgot 
whether it was good or no; but only having heard 
itmuch commended, perhaps it may deſerve it. Well, 
{have to-morrow to finiſh this letter in, and then III 
ſend it next day. I am ſo vext that you ſhould 
| write your third to me, when you had but my ſe- 
| cond, and I had written five, which now I hope 
you have all: and ſo I tell you, you are ſawcy, little, 
pretty, dear rogues, Sc. 

18. To-day I dined, by invitation, with Stratford 
and others, at a young Merchant's in the city, with 
Hermitage and Tockay, and aid till nine, and am 
now come home. And that dog Patrick is abroad, 
and drinking, and I can't get my night-gown. I 
have a mind to turn that puppy away : he has been 
drunk ten times in three weeks. But I han't time 
to ſay more; ſo good night, Ce. ; | 

19. I am come home from dining in the city with 
Mr. Addiſon, at a merchant's : and juſt now, at the 


F lhaped, and of a good height, rather tall than of the middle ſize. He 
| began very early in his life, even before he was of age, to ſhine forth 
in the world, and continued to blaze during the whole reign of George 
the Firſt. He bethought himſelf very happily of one extravagance, 
ell ſuited to his diſpoſition : he inſiſted upon an excluſive right to one 
board at Lucas's Coffee-houſe, where he might walk backwards and 
forwards, and exhibit his perſon to the gaze of all beholders; in 
| which particular he was indulged almoſt univerſally : but now and 
then ſome arch fellow would uſurp on his privilege, take poſſeſſion of 
he board, meet him, and diſpute his right; and when this happened 
to be the caſe, he would chafe, blufter, aſk the Gentleman his name, 
end immediately ſet him down in his table-book, as a man that he 
would fight when he came to age. With regard to the female world, 
bis common phraſe was, They may look and die, In ſhort, he was 
ne jeſt of the men, and the contempt of the women. 
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Coffee-houſe, we have notice that the Duke of Or. 
mond was this day declared Lord Lieutenant, 
Hampton-court, in council. I have not ſeen Mr. 
Harley ſince; but hope the affair is done about fir}. 
fruits. I will ſee him, if poſſible, to-morrow morn. 
ing; but this goes to-night. I have ſent a box tg 
Mr. Sterne, to ſend to you by ſome friend; I hate 
directed it for Mr. Curry, at his houſe; fo you 
have warning when it comes, as I hope it will ſoon, 
The handkerchiefs will be put in ſome friend' 
pocket, not to pay cuſtom. And ſo here ends my 
fixth, ſent when I had but three of MD's : now 1 
am beforehand, and will keep ſo; and God Almighty 
bleſs deareſt MD, &c. 


DET 


London, Oct. 19, 1710. 


Faith, I am undone ! this paper is larger than 
t'other, and yet I am condemned to a ſheet, 
but ſince it is MD, I did not value though I were 
condemned to a pair. I told you in a letter to-0zy 
where I had been, and how the day paſt; and 
ſo, &c. 
20, To- day I went to Mr. Lewis, at the Secre- 
tary's office, to know when I might ſee Mr. Har- 
ley ; and by and by comes up Mr. Harley himſelf 
and appoints me to dine with him to-morrow. | 
dined with Mrs, Vanhomrigh, and went to wait ol 
the two Lady Butlers ; but the porter anſwered, they 
were not at home ; the meaning was, the young 
| Lady 
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Lady Mary, is to be married to-morrow to Lord 
Aſhburnham, the beſt match now in England, 
twelve thouſand pounds a year, and abundance of 
money. Tell me how my Shower is liked in Ire- 
land: I never knew any thing paſs better here. I 
ſpent the evening with Wortley Mountague and Mr, 
- Addiſon, over a bottle of Iriſh wine. Do they 
know any thing in Ireland of my greatneſs among 
the tories? Every body reproaches me of it here; 
but I value them not. Have you heard of the 
verſes about the Rod of Sid Hamet ? Say nothing of 
them for your life. Hardly any body ſuſpects me 
for them, only they think no- body but Prior or 1 
could write them, But I doubt they have not 
reached you. There is likewiſe a ballad, full of 
puns, on the Weſtminſter election, that coſt me 
half an hour: it runs, though it be good for no- 
thing. But this is likewiſe a ſecret to all but MD. 
If you have them not, I'll bring them over. 


21. I got MD's fourth to-day at the Coffee-houſe. 
God Almighty bleſs poor Stella, and her eyes and 
head: What ſhall we do to cure them, poor dear 
life? Your diſorders are a pull-back for your good 
qualities, Would to heaven I were this minute 
ſhaving your poor dear head, either here or there. 
Pray do not write, nor read this letter, nor any thing 
elſe, and I will write plainer for Dingley to read, 
from henceforward, though my pen is apt to ramble 
when I think who I am writing to. I will not an- 
ſwer your letter until I tell you that I dined this 
Gy with Mr. Harley, who preſented me to the Earl 
R 4 | of 
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of Sterling, a Scotch Lord; and in the evenin 
came in Lord Peterborow, . I ſtaid till nine before 
Mr. Harley would let me go, or tell me any thing 
of my affair. He ſays, the Queen has now granted 
the firſt-fruits and twentieth parts ; but he will not 
yet give me leave to write to the Archbiſhop, be- 
cauſe the Queen deſigns to ſignify it to the Biſhops 
in Ireland jn form, and to take notice, 'That it was 
done upon a memorial from me, which Mr. Harley 
tells me he does to make it look more reſpectſul to 
me, &c. and J am to ſee him on Tueſday. I know 
not whether J told you, that in my memorial which 
was giyen to the Queen, I begged for two thouſand 
pounds a year more, though it was not in my com- 
miſſion; but that Mr. Harley ſays cannot yet be 
done, and that he and I muſt talk of it further: 
however, I have ſtarted it, and it may follow in time. 
Pray ſay nothing of the firſt-fruits being granted, 
unleſs I give leave at the bottom of this. I believe 
never any thing was compaſſed ſo ſoon, and purely 
done by my perſonal credit with Mr. Harley, who 
is ſo exceſſively obliging, that I know not what to 
make of it, unleſs to ſhew the raſcals of the other 
party that they uſed a man unworthily, who had 
deſerved better. The memorial given to the Queen 
from me ſpeaks with great plainneſs of Lord Whar- 
ton. I believe this buſineſs is as important to you 
as the convocation diſputes from Tiſdall “. I hope 

in 


* Thefe words, notwithſtanding their great obſcurity at preſeut, 
were very clear and intelligible to Mrs. Johnſon : they referred to con. 
yerſations, which paſſed between her and Dr. Tiſdall ſeven or eight 

| a | year 
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n a month or two all the forms of ſettling this mat- 
ter will be over, and then I ſhall have nothing to 
do here. I will only add one fooliſh thing more, 
becauſe it is juſt come into my head. When this 
thing is made known, tell me impartially whether 
they give any of the merit to me, or no; for I am 
fire I have fo much, that I will never take it upon 
me.—Inſolent fluts ! becauſe I ſay Dublin, Ireland, 
therefore you muſt ſay London, England : that's 
| Stella's malice *.—Well, for that I won't anſwer 
your letter till to-morrow-day, and ſo and fo: III 
go write ſomething elſe, and it won't be much; for 
tis late. 


22. I was this morning with Mr. Lewis, the un- 
der- ſecretary to Lord Dartmouth, two hours talking 
politicks, and contriving to keep Steele in his of- 
| fice of ſtampt paper: he has loft his place of Ga- 
| zetteer, three hundred pounds a year, for writing a 
| Tatler, ſome months ago, againſt Mr. Harley, who 


years before; when the Doctor, who was not only a learned and faith. 
ful divine, but a zealous church-tory, frequently entertained her with 
| convocation diſputes. This gentleman, in the year 1703 and 1704, 
paid his addreſſes to Mrs. Johnſon. Vide the firſt three letters in 
| Doiſley's Collection of Swift's Correſpondence, printed 1766, eſpe- 
E cially letter the zd, which at preſent wants ſome annotations to clear 
up many obſcurities. If the reader be curious in theſe matters, he may 
| conſult An Eſſay upon the Life, Writings, and Character of Dr. Jo- 
| nathan Swiſt, chap. v. p. 87, printed by Bathurſt in the year 17553 
where the above mentioned letters are referred to, and where he may 
ſee by what means the event of this courtſhip was finally determined. 

| * There is a particular compliment to Stella couched in theſe words. 
Stella was herſelf an Engliſhwoman, born at Richmond in Surry ; ne- 
vertheleſs ſhe reſpected the intereſt and the honour of Ireland, where 
bie had lived for ſome years, with a generous patriotic ſpirit, 


gave 
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gave it him at firſt, and raiſed the ſalary from ſixty 
to three hundred pounds. This was deviliſh un. 
grateful ; and Lewis was telling me the particulars: 
but I had a hint given me, that I might fave hin 
in the other employment; and leave was given me 
to clear matters with Steele. Well, I dined with 
Sir Matthew Dudley, and in the evening went t 
fit with Mr. Addiſon, and offer the matter at diſtance 
to him, as the diſcreeter perſon ; but found pa 
had fo poſſeſſed him, that he talked as if he (ul. 
pected me, and would not fall in with any thing | 
faid. Sol ſtopt ſhort in my overture, and we parted 
very drily; and I ſhall fay nothing to Steele, and 
let them do as they will; but if things ſtand 25 
they are, he will certainly loſe it, unleſs I fave him; 
and therefore I will not ſpeak to him, that I may 
not report to his diſadvantage, Is not this vexati- 
ous? and is there ſo much in the proverb of prof. 
fered ſervice ? When ſhall I grow wiſe? I endes. 
vour to act in the moſt exact points of honour and 
conſcience, and my neareſt friends will not under- 
ſtand it ſo. What muſt a man expect from his ene- 
mies? This would vex me, but it ſhall not; and 
ſo I bid you good night, &c. 

23. I know 'tis neither wit nor diverſion to tell 
you every day where I dine, neither do I write it 
to fill my letter; but I fancy I ſhall, ſome time or 
other, have the curioſity of ſeeing ſome particulars 
how I paſſed my life when I was abſent from MD 
this time; and ſo I tell you now that I dined to-day 
at Moleſworth's, the Florence envoy, then went 0 
the Coffee-houſe, where I behaved myſelf cold 


enoup! 
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enough to Mr. Addiſon, and ſo came home to ſcrib- 
ble, We dine together to-morrow and next day, 
by invitation ; but I ſhall alter my behaviour to 
him, till he begs my pardon, or elſe we ſhall grow 
bare acquaintance. I am weary of friends, and 
friendſhips are all monſters, but MD's. 

24. I forgot to tell you, that laſt night I went to 
Mr. Harley's hoping—faith, I am blundering, for 
it was this very night at ſix; and I hoped he 
would have told me all things were done and 
granted; but he was abroad, and came home ill, 
and was gone to bed, much out of order, unleſs the 


porter lied. I dined to-day at Sir Matthew Dud- 
ley's with Mr. Addiſon, &c. 


25. I was to-day to ſee the Duke of Ormond ; 
and coming out, met Lord Berkeley of Stratton, who 
told me, that Mrs. Temple, the widow, died laſt 
Saturday, which, I ſuppoſe, is much to the out- 
| ward grief and inward joy of the family. I dined 
to-day with Mr. Addifon and Steele, and a fiſter of 
Mr. Addiſon, who is married to one Monſ. Sartre, 
| a Frenchman, Prebendary of Weſtminſter, who 
has a delicious houſe and garden; yet I thought it 
was a ſort of a monaſtic life in thoſe cloiſters, and 
I liked Laracor better. Addiſon's ſiſter is a ſort of 
a wit, very like him, I am not fond of her, &c. 


26. I was to-day to fee Mr. Congreve, who is 
almoſt blind with cataracts growing on his eyes; 
| and his cafe is, that he muſt wait two or three years, 
until the cataracts are riper, and till he is quite blind, 
| and then he muſt have them couched ; and beſides 


he 
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he is never rid of the gout, yet he looks young ang 
freſh, and is as chearful as ever. He is younger by 
three years or more * than I, and I am twenty years 
younger than he. He gave me a pain in the great 
toe, by mentioning the gout. I find ſuch ſuſpicions 
frequently, but they go off again. I had a ſecond 
letter from Mr. Morgan; for which I thank you: 
I wiſh you were whipt for forgetting to ſend him 
that anſwer I defired you in one of my former, that 
I could do nothing for him of what he deſired, hay. 
ing no credit at all, &c. Go, be far enough, you 
negligent baggages. I have had alſo a letter from 
Parviſol, with an account how my livings are ſet, 
and that they are fallen, ſince laſt year, fixty pounds, 
A comfortable piece of news. He tells me plainly 
that he finds you have no mind to part with the 
horſe, becauſe you ſent for him at the ſame time 
you ſent him my letter; ſo that I know not what 
muſt be done. Tis a fad thing that Stella muſt 
have her own horſe, whether Parviſol will or no. 
So now to anſwer your letter that I had. three or 
four days ago. I am not now in bed, but am come 
home by eight; and it being warm, I write up. | 
never writ to the Biſhop of Killala, which, I fup- 

poſe, was the reaſon he had not my letter. 1 have | 
not time, that's the ſhort of it. —As fond as the 
Dean 1s of my letter, he has not written to me. | 
would only know whether Dean Bolton + paid him 


* Congreve was born in the year 1672 : conſequently he was be- 
tween four and five years younger than Dr. Swift. 

+ This gentleman was afterwards promoted to the Archbiſhoprict: of 
Caſhel, He was one of the moſt eloquent ſpeakers of his time, and 
as a very learned man, eſpecially in church hiſtory. 

| the 
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the twenty, pounds; and for the reſt, he may kiſs 
——, And that you may aſk him, becauſe I am 
in pain about it, that Dean Bolton is ſuch a whip- 
ter. 'Tis the moſt obliging thing in the world in 
Dean Sterne to be ſo kind to you. I believe he 
knows it will pleaſe me, and makes up, that way, 
his other uſage. No, we have had none of your 
ſnow, but a little one morning ; yet I think it was 
great ſnow for an hour or ſo, but no longer. I had 
heard of Will Crowe's death before, but not the 
fooliſh circumſtance that haſtened his end. No, I 
have taken care that Captain Pratt ſhall not ſuffer 
| by Lord Angleſea's death, Tl try ſome contrivance 
to get a copy of my picture from Jervas. Ill make 
Sir Andrew Fountain buy one as for himſelf, and III 
pay him again and take it, that is, provided I have 
| money to ſpare when J leave this.—Poor John! is 
he gone? and Madam Parviſol has been in town? 
| Humm. Why, Tighe and I, when he comes, 
| ſhall not take any notice of each other; I would 
not do it much in this town, though we had 

not fallen out.— I was to-day at Mr. Sterne's lodg- 
ing; he was not within, and Mr. Leigh is not come 
to town, but I will do Dingley's errand when I fee 
him. What do I know whether china be dear or 
no? I once took a fancy of reſolving to grow mad 
for it, but now 'tis off ; I ſuppoſe I told you fo in 
ſome former letter. And ſo you only want ſome 
lallad diſhes, and plates, and &c. Yes, yes, you 
ſhall. I ſuppoſe you have named as much as will 
colt five pounds. Now to Stella's little poſtſcript; 
and J am almoſt crazed that you vex yourſelf for 
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not writing. Can't you dictate to Dingley, and not 
ſtrain your little dear eyes? I am ſure tis the grief 
of my ſoul to think you are out of order, Pray be 
quiet, and if you will write, ſhut your eyes, and 
write juſt a line, and no more, thus [How dg you 
do, Mrs. Stella ?] That was written with my eye; 
ſhut. Faith, I think it is better than when they are 
open“: and then Dingley may ſtand by, and tell 
you when you go too high or too low-—My letters 
of buſineſs, with packets, if there be any more oc- 
caſion for ſuch, muſt be incloſed to Mr. Addiſon, at 
St. James's Coffee-houſe: but I hope to hear, a; 
ſoon as I fee Mr. Harley, that the main difficulties 
are over, and that the reſt will be but form.— 
Take two or three nutgalls, take two or three — 
galls, ſtop your receipt in your —— I have no need 
on't. Here's a clutter! Well, ſo much for your 
letter, which I will now put up in my letter-parti- 
tion in my cabinet, as I always do every letter as 
ſoon as I anſwer it. Method is good in all things, 
Order governs the world. The Devil is the author 
of confuſion. A general of an army, a miniſter of 
ſtate ; to deſcend lower, a gardener, a weaver, &c. 
That may make a fine obſervation, if you think it 
worth finiſhing ; but I have not time. Is not this 
a terrible long piece for one evening? I dincd to- 
day with Patty Rolt at my couſin Leach's, with a 
pox, in the city: he is a printer, and prints the 
Poſtman, oh ho, and is my couſin, God knows 
how, and he married Mrs. Baby Aires of Leiceſter; 


It is actually better written, and in a plainer hand. 
and 
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and my couſin Thompſon was with us: and my 
-oufin Leach offers to bring me acquainted with the 
author of the Poſtman ; and ſays, he does not doubt 
but the gentleman will be glad of my acquaintance, 
and that he is a very ingenious man, and a great 
cholar, and has been beyond ſea. But I was mo- 
deſt, and ſaid, may be the gentleman was ſhy, and 
not fond of new acquaintance ; and fo put it off: 
and I wiſh you could hear me repeating all I have 
aid of this in its proper tone, juſt as I am writing 
it, 'Tis all with the ſame cadence with oh hoo, or 
as when little girls ſay, I have got an apple, Miſs, 
and I won't give you ſome. 'Tis plaguy twelve- 
penny weather this laſt week, and has coſt me ten 
ſhillings in coach and chair hire. If the fellow that 
has your money will pay it, let me beg you to buy 
Bank Stock with it, which is fallen near thirty per 
cent. and pays eight pounds per cent. and you have 
the principal when you pleaſe: it will certainly 
ſoon riſe. I would to God Lady Giffard would 
put in the four hundred pounds ſhe owes you, and 
take the five per cent. common intereſt, and give 
you the remainder. I will ſpeak to your mother 
about it when I ſee her. I am reſolved to buy 
three hundred pounds of it for myſelf, and take up 
what I have in Ireland ; and I have a contrivance for 
it, that I hope will do, by making a friend of mine 
buy it as for himſelf, and I'll pay him when I ger 
in my money. I hope Stratford will do me that 
kindneſs. I'll aſk him to-morrow or next day. 

27. Mr. Rowe the poet defired me to dine with 
him . I went to his office (he is under Se- 
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cretary in Mr. Addiſon's place that he had in Eng- 
land) and there was Mr. Prior; and they both fel 
commending my Shower beyond any thing that ha 
been written of the kind? there never was ſuch à 
Shower fince Danae's, &c. You mult tell me how 
"tis liked among you. I dined with Rowe; Prior 
could not come: and after dinner we went to a 
blind tavern, where Congreve, Sir Richard Temple, 
Eaſtcourt, and Charles Main were over a bowl of 
bad punch. The Knight ſent for fix flaſks of his 
own wine for me, and we ſtaid till twelve. But 
now my head continues pretty well, I have left of 
my drinking, and only take a ſpoonful mixt with 
water, for fear of the gout, or ſome ugly diſtem- 
per ; and now, becauſe it is late, I will, &c. 


bu 
28. Garth and Addiſon and I dined to-day at a the 
hedge tavern ; then I went to Mr. Harley, but he mi 
was denied, or not at home: ſo I fear I ſhall not 
hear my buſineſs is done before this goes. Then be, 
I viſited Lord Pembroke, who is juſt come to town, v 
and we were very merry talking of old things, and yo 
J hit him with one pun. Then I went to the l- ha 
dies Butler, and the ſon of a whore of a porter de- 90 
nied them: fo I ſent them a threatening meſſage D. 
by another Lady, for not excepting me always to Ac 
the porter. I was weary of the Coffee-houſe, and I. 
Ford deſired me to fit with him at next door, which he 
I] did, like a fool, chatting till twelve, and now he 
am got into bed. I am afraid the new miniſtry's WF 1, 
at a terrible loſs about money: the whigs talk ſo de 
it would give one the ſpleen: and I am afraid of gi 
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meeting Mr. Harley out of humour. They think 
he will never carry through this undertaking. God 
knows what will come of it. I ſhould be terribly 
vexed to ſee things come round again : it will ruin 
the church and clergy for ever; but I hope for bet- 
ter. I'll ſend this on Tueſday, whether I hear any 
farther news of my affair or not. 


29. Mr. Addiſon and I dined to-day with Lord 
Mountjoy ; which is all the adventures of this day. 
I chatted a while to-night in the Coffee-houſe, 
this being a full night; and now am come home to 
write me buſineſs. 


zo. I dined to-day at Mrs. Vanhomeight s, and 
| ſent a letter to poor Mrs. Long, who writes to us, 
but is God knows where, and will not tell any body 
the place of her reſidence. I came home early, and 
muſt 89 write. 55 | 

The month ends with a fine day; and J have 
14 walking, and viſiting Lewis, and concerting 
where to ſee Mr. Harley. I have no news to ſend 
you. Aire, they ſay, is taken, though the White- 
hall letters this morning ſay quite the contrary : tis 
| good, if it be true. I dined with Mr. Addiſon and 
Dick Stuart, Lord Mountjoy's brother; a treat of 
Addiſon's. They were half fuddled, but not I; for 
| I mixt water with my wine, and left them together 
between nine and ten ; and I muſt ſend this by the 
bell-man, which vexes me, but I will put it of no 
longer, Pray God it does not miſcarry. I ſeldom 
do ſo; but I can put off little MD no longer. Pray 
| give the under note to Mrs. Brent. 


Vox, XIV. "i I'm 
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I'm a pretty gentleman ; and you loſe all yay; 
money at cards, firrah Stella. I found you out, | 
did fo. 

I'm ſtaying before I can fold up this letter, ti 
that ugly D is dry in the laſt line but one. Don't 
you ſee it? O Lord, I'm loth to leave you, faith 


but it muſt be ſo, till next time. Pox take that 
D; T1 blot it to dry it. 


LE 1-41 II. 


London, October 31, 1710, 


O, now I have ſent my ſeventh to your fourth, 
young women; and now T1I tell you what! 
would not in my laſt, that this morning, fitting in 
my bed, I had a fit of giddineſs : the room turned 
round for about a minute, and then it went ot, 
leaving me ſickiſh, but not very: and fo ] paſt the 
day as I told you; but I would not end a letter with 
telling you this, becauſe it might vex you: and! 
hope in God I ſhall have no more of it. I faw Dr. 
Cockburn to-day, and he promiſes to ſend me the 
pills that did me good laſt year, and likewiſe has 
promiſed me an oil for my ear, that he has bee! 
making for that ailment for ſomebody elle. 


Nov. 1. I with MD a merry new year. Ye 
know this is the firſt day of it with us. I had n! 
giddineſs to-day, but I drank brandy, and habe 
bought a pint for two ſhillings. I fat up the nig 
before my giddineſs pretty late, and writ very much; 


ſo I will impute it to that, But I never eat frut 


Ll 
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nor drink ale, but drink better wine than you do, as 
did to-day with Mr. Addiſon at Lord Mountjoy's : 
then went at five to ſee Mr. Harley, who could not 
ſe me for much company; but ſent me his excuſe, - 
and deſired I would dine with him on Friday; and 
then I expect ſome anſwer to this buſineſs, which 
| muſt either be ſoon done, or begun again ; and then 
the Duke of Ormond and his people will inter- 
| ſere for their honour, and do nothing. I came home 
| at fix, and ſpent my time in my chamber, without 
going to the coffee-houſe, which I grow weary of; 
and I ſtudied at leiſure, writ not above forty lines, 
ſome inventions of my own, and ſome hints, and 
| read not at all, and this becauſe I would take care 
| of Preſto, for fear little MD ſhould be angry. 
2. I took my faur pills laſt night, and they lay 
an hour in my throat, and ſo they will do to-night. 
I ſuppoſe I could ſwallow four affronts as eaſily. 
| [ dined with Dr. Cockburn to-day, and came home 
at ſeven; but Mr. Ford has been with me till juſt 
| now, and tis near eleven. I have had no giddineſs 
| to-day. Mr. Dopping I have ſeen, and he tells me 
| coldly, my Shower is liked well enough; there's 
| your Iriſh judgment. I writ this poſt to the Biſhop 
| of Clogher. Tis now juſt a fortnight ſince I heard 
from you. I muſt have you write once a fortnight, 
| and then T'll allow ſor wind and weather. How 
| goes ombre ? does Mrs. Walls win conſtantly, as 
| ſhe uſed to do; and Mrs. Stoite ? I have not thought 
| of her this long time; how does ſhe? I find we 
haye a cargo of Iriſh coming for London: I am 
ſorry for it; but I never go near them. And 
8 Tighe 


a 
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Tighe is landed; but Mrs. Weſley, they ay, i, 
going home to her huſband, like a fool. Wel, 
little monkies mine, I muſt go write; and ſo good 
night. 

3. I ought to read theſe letters I write, after! 
have done; for looking over thus much I found 
two or three literal miſtakes, which ſhould not he 
when the hand is ſo bad. But I hope it does not 
puzzle little Dingley to read, for I think I mend: 
but methinks when I write plain, I don't know hoy, 
but we are not alone, all the world can ſee us. 4 
bad ſcrawl is ſo ſnug, it looks like a PMD *. We 
have ſcurvy Tatlers of late: ſo pray do not ſuſpect 
me. I have one or two hints I deſign to ſend him, 
and never any more: he does not deſerve it. He 
is governed by his wife moſt abominably, as bad 
as I never ſaw her ſince I came; nor has he 
ever made me an invitation ; either he dares not, or 
is ſuch a thoughtleſs Tiſdall fellow, that he never 
minds it. So what care I for his wit? for he is the 
worſt company in the world, till he has a bottle ct 
wine in his head. I cannot write ſtraiter in bed, ſo 
you muſt be content.—At night in bed. Stay, 1: 
me ſee where's this letter to MD among theſe pa- 
pers? oh! here. Well, Ill go on now; but Ian 
very buſy (ſmoak the new pen.) I dined with Mr. 
Harley to-day, and am invited there again on vut- 
day. I have now leave to write to the Primate 


„ PMD. This cypher ſtands for Preſto, Stella, and Dingley; ® 
much as to ſay, it looks like us three quite retired from all the reſt of 
the world. 

and 
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and Archbiſhop of Dublin, that the Queen has 
granted the firſt-fruits; but they are to take no no- 
tice of it, till a letter is ſent them by the Queen's 
order from Lord Dartmouth, Secretary of State, to 
fonify it. The Biſhops are to be made a corpora- 
tion to diſpoſe of the revenue, &c. and I ſhall write 
to the Archbiſhop of Dublin to-morrow (I have had 
| no giddineſs to-day) I know not whether they will 
have any occaſion for me longer to be here; nor can 
I judge till I fee what letter the Queen ſends to the 
Biſhops, and what they will do upon it. If diſpatch 
be uſed, it may be done 1n fix weeks; but I cannot 
judge. They ſent me to-day a new commiſſion, 
ſigned by the Primate and Archbiſhop of Dublin *, 
and promiſe me letters to the two Archbiſhops here 
but mine a— for it all. The thing is done, and 
| has been ſo theſe ten days ; though I had only leave 
to tell it to-day. I had this day likewile a letter 
| from the Biſhop of Clogher, who complains of my 
not writing; and what vexes me, ſays he knows you 
have long letters from me every week. Why do 
| you tell him ſo? 'tis not right, faith : but I won't 
de angry with MD at a diſtance. I writ to him laſt 
| poſt, before I had his, and will write again ſoon, 
| fince I ſee he expects it, and that Lord and Lady 
Mountjoy put him off upon me to give themſelves 
eaſe. Laſtly, IJ had this day a letter from a certain 

| Naughty rogue called MD, and it was N. 5, which 
: I ſhall not anſwer to-night, 1 thank you. No, faith, 
| | have other fiſh to fry ; but to- morro or next day 


* Sec Dodſley's collection, letter xxx111, 


8 3 Wilk. 
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will be time enough. I have put MD's commit. 
ſions in a memorandum paper. I think J have done 
all before, and remember nothing but this to-da 
about glaſſes and ſpectacles and ſpectacle caſes. | 
have no commiſſion from Stella, but the chocolate 
and handkerchiefs ; and thoſe are bought, and I ex- 
pe& they will be ſoon ſent. I have been with, and 
ſent to, Mr. Sterne, two or three times to know, but 
he was not within. Odds my life, what am ! 
doing? I muſt go write and do buſineſs. 


4. I dined to-day at Kenſington, with Addiſon, 
Steele, &c. came home, and writ a ſhort letter to 
the Archbiſhop of Dublin, to let him know the 
Queen has granted the thing, &c. I writ in the 
Coffee-houſe, for I ſtaid at Kenſington till nine, and 
am plaguy weary; for Colonel Proud was very ill 
company, and Ill never be of a party with him 
again; and I drank punch, and that and ill com- 
pany has made me hot. 


5. I was with Mr. Harley from dinner to ſeven 
this night, and went to the Coffee-houſe, where 
Dr. D'Avenant would fain have had me gone and 
drink a bottle of wine at his houſe hard by, with Dr. 
Chamberlain ; but the puppy uſed ſo many words, 
that I was afraid of his company; and though we 
promiſed to come at eight, I ſent a meſſenger to 
him, that Chamberlain was going to a patient, and 
therefore we would put it off till another time: ſo 
he, and the comptroller, and I were prevailed on, 
15 Sir Matthew gong to go to his houſe, where 


W 


been 
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been teaſing me to look over ſome of his writings 
that he is going to publiſh; but the rogue is fo 
ſond of his own productions, that I hear he will 
not part with a ſyllable; and he has lately put out 
1 fooliſh pamphlet, called, The third Part of Tom 
Double ; to make his court to the Tories, whom 
he had left. | 

6. I was to-day gambling in the city to ſee Patty 
Rolt, who is going to Kingſton, where ſhe lodges ; 
but to ſay the truth, I had a mind for a walk to ex- 
erciſe myſelf, and happened to be diſengaged: for 
dinners are ten times more plentiful with me here 
| than ever, or than in Dublin. I won't anſwer your 
letter yet, becauſe I am buſy. I hope to ſend this 
before I have another from MD: 'twould be a fad 
| thing to anſwer two letters together, as MD does 
from Preſto. But when the two fides are full, away 
the letter ſhall go, that's certain, like 1t or not like 
it; and that will be about three days hence, for the 
| anſwering night will be a long one. 

7. I dined to-day at Sir Richard Temple's, with 
| Congreve, Vanburg, Lieutenant General Farrington, 

&. Vanburg, I believe I told you, had a long 
quarrel with me about thoſe Verſes on his Houle ; 
but we were very civil and cold. Lady Marlbo- 
rough uſed to teaſe him with them, which had 
made him angry, though he be a good-natured fel- 
low. Tt was a Thankſgiving- day, and ] was at 
Court, where the Queen paſt by us with all Tories 
| bout her; not one Whig : Buckingham, Rocheſter, 
| Leeds, Shrewſbury, Berkeley of Stratton, Lord 


| Keeper Harcourt, Mr. Harley, Lord Pembroke, &c, 
| 8 4 and 
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and I have ſcen her without one Tory, The Queen 
made me a curtſy, and faid, in a fort of familiar 
way to Preſto, How does MD? I confidered ſhe 
was a Queen, and ſo excuſed her. I do not mi 
the Whigs at Court ; but have as many acquaintance 
there as formerly. 

8. Here's ado and a clutter! I muſt now anſwer 
MD's fifth ; but firſt you muſt know I dined at the 
Portugal Envoy's to-day, with Addiſon, Vanburg, 
Admiral Wager, Sir Richard Temple, Methuen, 
Sc. I was weary of their company, and ſtole 
away at five, and came home like a good boy, and 
ſtudied till ten, and had a fire; O ho! and now am 
in bed. I have no fire-place in my bed-chamber; 
but 'tis very warm weather when one's in bed. 
Your fine cap, Madam Dingley, is too little, and 
too hot: I'll have that furr taken off; I wiſh it were 
far enough; and my old velvet cap is good for no- 
thing. Is it velvet under the fur? I was feeling, 
but can't find: if it be, 'twill do without it, elſe 1 
will face it; but then I muſt buy new velvet: but 
may be I may beg a piece. What ſhall I do? well 
now to rogue MD's letter. God he thanked for 
Stella's eyes mending ; and God ſend it holds; but 
faith you writ too much at a time: better write 
leſs, or write it at ten times. Yes, faith, a long 
letter in a morning from a dear friend is a dear thing. 
I ſmoke a compliment, little miſchievous girls, | 
do ſo. But who are thoſe Wiggs that think I am 
turned Tory? Do you mean Whigs? Which Wiggs 
and what do you mean? I know nothing of Raymond, 
and only had one letter from him a little after! 
| | came 
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came here. [Pray remember Morgan] Raymond 
is indeed like to have much influence over me in 
London, and to ſhare much of my converſation. I 
ſhall, no doubt, introduce him to Harley, and Lord 
Keeper, and the Secretary of State. The Tatler 
upon Milton's Spear 1s not mine, madam. What 
a puzzle there was betwixt you and your judgment? 
In general you may be ſometimes ſure of things, as 
that about ſtyle, becauſe it is what I have frequent- 
ly ſpoken of; but gueſſing is mine—and 1 defy 
mankind, if I pleaſe. Why, I writ a pamphlet 
when I was laſt in London, that you and a thou- 
ſand have ſeen, and never guelt it to be mine. 
Could you haye gueſt the Shower in town to 
be mine? How chance you did not ſee that be- 
fore your laſt letter went; but I ſuppoſe you in Ire- 
land did not think it worth mentioning. Nor am 
ſuſpected for the lampoon; only Harley ſaid he 
ſmoaked me, (have I told you ſo before?) and ſome 
others knew it. "Tis called The Rod of Sid Hamet. 
And I have written ſeveral other things that I hear 
commended, and nobody ſuſpects me for them; 
nor you ſhan't know till I ſee you again. What 
do you mean That boards near me, that I dine with © 
ww and then? I know no ſuch perſon : I don't 
dine with boarders. What the pox! You know 
whom I have dined with eyery day fince I left you, 
better than I do. What do you mean, ſirrah? Slids, 
my ailment has been over theſe two months almoſt. 
Impudence, if you vex me, I'Il give ten ſhillings a 
week for my lodging; for I am almoſt ſt k out 
ef this with the fink, and it helps me to verſes in 

| my 
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my Shower. Well, madam Dingley, what 09 
you to the world to come? What Ballad? Why go 
look, it was not good for much : have patience til 
I come back: patience is a gay thing as, &c, ] 
hear nothing of Lord Mountjoy's coming for Ireland. 
When is Stella's birth-day ? in March? Lord ble; 
me, my turn at Chriſt-Church ; it is fo natural tg 
hear you write about that, I believe you have done 
it a hundred times; it is as freſh in my mind, the 
verger coming to you; and why to you? would he 
have you preach for me ? O, pox on your ſpelling 
of Latin, Jouſonibus atque, that's the way. How 
did the Dean get that name by the end? "Twas 
you betrayed me: not I, faith; I'll not break his 
head. Your mother is ſtill in the country, I ſup- 
poſe, for ſhe promiſed to fee me when the came to 
town. I writ to her four days ago, to deſire her to 
break it to Lady Giffard, to put ſome money for 
you in the Bank, which was then fallen thirty 5e 
cent, Would to God mine had been here, I ſhould 
have gained one hundred pounds, and got as good 
intereſt as in Ireland, and much ſecurer. I would 
fain have borrowed three hundred pounds; but mo- 
ney is ſo ſcarce here, there is no borrowing, by this 
fall of ſtocks. Tis riſing now, and I knew it 
would: it fell from one hundred and twenty: nine 
to ninety-ſix. I have not heard fince from your 
mother. Do you think I would be ſo unkind not 
to ſee her, that you deſire me in a ſtyle ſo melan- 
choly? Mrs. Raymond you fay is with child: I am 
ſorry for it, and fo is, I believe, her huſband. Mr. 

ia be ole oh Harley 


JOURNAL to STELLA. 267 


Harley ſpeaks all the kind things to me in the world; 
and, I believe, would ſerve me, if I were to ſtay 
here; but I reckon in time the Duke of Ormond 
may give me ſome addition to Laracor. Why ſhould 
the whigs think I came to England to leave them ? 
Sure my journey was no ſecret ? I proteſt ſincerely, 
| did all I could to hinder it, as the Dean can tell 
you, although now I do not repent it. But who 
the devil cares what they think ? Am I under obli- 
rations in the leaſt to any of them all? Rot 'em, for 
ungrateful dogs; I'll make them repent their uſage 
before I leave this place, They ſay here the ſame 
thing of my leaving the whigs ; but they own they 
cannot blame me, conſidering the treatment I have 
had. I will take care of your ſpectacles, as I told 
you before, and of the Biſhop of Killala's ; but I 
will not write to him, I han't time. What do you 
| mean by my fourth, madam Dinglibus? Does not 
Stella fay you have had my fifth, goody blunder ? 
You frighted me till I lookt back. Well, this is 
| enough for one night. Pray give my humble ſer- 
vice to Mrs, Stoyte and her fitter, Kate is it or Sa- 
rah ? I have forgot her name, faith, I think I'll 
een (and to Mrs. Walls and the Archdeacon) ſend 
this to-morrow : no, faith, that will be in ten days 
from the laſt. III keep it till Saturday, though I 
write no more. But what if a letter from MD 
| ſhould come in the mean time? why then I would 
| only ſay, Madam, I have received your ſixth letter; 
| your moſt humble ſervant to command, Preſto ; and 
| ſo conclude. Well, now I'll write and think a lit- 
tle, and fo to bed, and dream of MD. 


9. I 


9. I have my match full Xo water, and was pg. 


ing to ſpit it out, becauſe I reaſoned with myſelf, . 
how could I write when my mouth was full. Han't 4 t. 
you done things like that, reaſon'd wrong at firf 4 

thinking ? Well, I was to fee Mr. Lewis thi; 7 
morning, and am to dine a few days hence, as he ho 

tells me, with Mr. Secretary St. John; and I my} FR 
contrive to ſee Harley ſoon again, to haſten this der 

buſineſs from the Queen. I dined to-day at Lord * 
Montrath's, with Lord Mountjoy, &c. but the wine We 
was not good, ſo I came away, ſtayed at the Coffee. 1 
houſe till ſeven, then came home to my fire, the wit 
maidenhead of my ſecond half-buſhel, and am now VEG 


in bed at eleven, as uſual. "Tis mighty warm; yet 
I fear I ſhall catch cold this wet weather, if I ſat 
an evening in my room. after coming from warm 
places: and J muſt make much of myſelf, becauſe 
MD is not here to take care of Preſto; and I am 
full of buſineſs, writing, &c. and don't care for 
the Coffee-houſe ; and fo this ſerves for all together, 
not to tell it you over and over, as filly people do; 
but Preſto is a wiſer man, faith, than fo, let me tell 
you, gentlewomen, See, I am got to the third 
fide ; but, faith, I won't do that often; but I muſt 
ſay ſomething early to-day, till the letter is done, 
and on Saturday it ſhall go; fo I muſt fave ſome- 
thing till to-morrow, till to-morrow and next day, 
10. O Lord, I would this letter was with you 
with all my heart: if it ſhould miſcarry, what 1 
deal would be loſt? I forgot to leave a gap in the 
laſt line but one for the ſeal, like a puppy 3 _ 
ſhou 


JOURNAL to STELLA. 2869 


ſhould have allowed for night, good night; but 
when I am taking leave, I can't leave a bit, faith ; 

but I fancy the ſeal won't come there. I dined to- 
day at Lady Lucy's, where they ran down my 
Shower; and faid Sid Hamet was the fillieſt poem 
they ever read, and told Prior ſo, whom they 
thought to be the author of it. Don't you won- 
der I never dined there before ? But I am too buſy, 
and they live too far off; and, beſides, I don't like 
women ſo much as I did. [MD you muſt know, 
are not women. | I ſupped to-night at Addiſon's, 
with Garth, Steele, and Mr. Dopping; and am 
come home late. Lewis has ſent to me to defire I 
will dine with ſome company I ſhall like. I ſup- 
poſe it is Mr. Secretary St. John's appointment. 
[ had a letter juſt now from Raymond, who is 
at Briſtol, and ſays he will be at London in a fort- 
night, and leave his wife behind him; and deſires 
any lodging in the houſe where I am: but that 
muſt not be. I ſhan't know what to do with him 
in town : to be ſure I will not preſent him to any 
acquaintance of mine, and he will live a delicate 
life, a parſon and a perfect ſtranger. Paaaſt twelvvve 
o'clock, and ſo good night, &c. Oh! but I forgot, 
Jemmey Leigh is come to town ; ſays he has brought 
Dingley's things, and will ſend them by the firſt 
convenience. My parcel I hear is not ſent yet. 
He thinks of going for Ireland in a month, &c. I 
cannot write to-morrow, becauſe — what, becauſe 
of the Archbiſhop ; becauſe I will ſeal my letter 


early; becauſe I am engaged from noon till night; 
becauſe 
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becauſe of many kind of things; and yet I wil 
write one or two words. to-morrow morning, ty 
keep up my journal conſtant, and at night I will 
begin the ninth. 

11. Morning by candlelight. You muſt know 
that I am in my night-gown. every morning be., 
tween ſix and ſeven, and Patrick is forced to dy 
me fifty times before I can get on my night-gown; 
and ſo now I'll take my leave of my own dear M0, 
for this letter, and begin my next when I come 
home at night. God Almighty bleſs and protec 
deareſt MD. Farewel, &c. 

This letter's as long as a ſermon, faith. 


LETTER IX. 


London, Nov. 11, 1710. 


DINED to-day, by invitation, with the Secre- 

tary of State Mr. St. John. Mr. Harley came 
in to us before dinner, and made me his excuſes for 
not dining with us, becauſe he was to receive peo- 
ple who came to propoſe advancing money to the 
government : there dined with us only Mr. Lewis 
and Dr. Freind, that writ Lord Peterborow's Actions 
in Spain. I ſtaid with them till juſt now, between 
ten and eleven, and was forced again to give my 
eighth to the bell-man, which I did with my own 
hands, rather than keep it till next poſt. The Se 
cretary uſed me with all the kindneſs in the world. 
Prior came in after dinner; and, upon an occaſion, 


5 he 
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he [the Secretary] ſaid, the beſt thing he ever read 
is not your's, but Dr. Swift's on Vanbrugh ; which I 
go not reckon ſo very good neither. But Prior was 


damped until I ſtufft him with two or three com- 
pliments. I am thinking what a veneration we 
uſed to have for Sir William Temple, becauſe he 
might have been Secretary of State at fifty ; and here 
is a young fellow, hardly thirty, in that employ- 
ment. His father is a man of pleaſure, that walks 
the Mall, and frequents St. James's Coffee-houſe, 
and the Chocolate-houſes, and the young ſon is 
principal Secretary of State. Is there not ſomething 
very odd in that? He told me, among other things, 
that Mr. Harley complained he could keep nothing 
from me, I had the way ſo much of getting into 
him. I knew that was a refinement; and ſo I told 
him, and it was ſo: indeed it is hard to ſee theſe 
oreat men uſe me like one who was their betters, 
and the puppies with you in Ireland hardly regard- 
ing me: but there are ſome reaſons for all this, 
which I will tell you when we meet. At coming 
home I ſaw a letter from your mother, in anſwer to 
one I ſent her two days ago. It ſeems ſhe is in 
town; but cannot come out in a morning, juſt as 
you faid ; and God knows when J ſhall be at leiſure 
in an afternoon : for if I ſhould ſend her a penny- 
poſt letter, and afterwards not be able to meet her, 
it would vex me; and, beſides, the days are ſhort, 
and why ſhe cannot come early 1 in a morning before 
ſhe is wanted, I cannot imagine. I will deſire her 


to let Lady Giffard know that ſhe hears I am in 
town, 
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town, and that ſhe would go to ſee me to enquire 
after you. I wonder ſhe will confine herſelf ſo much 
to that old beaſt's humour. You know I cannot in 
honour ſee lady Giffard, and conſequently not 90 
into her houſe. This I think is enough for the fit 
time. 

12. And how could you write with ſuch thin 
paper? (I forgot to ſay this in my former) Can't you 
get thicker? Why, that's a common caution that 
_ writing-maſters give their ſcholars ; you muſt hays 
heard it a hundred times. Tis this, 


If paper be thin, 
Ink will flip in; 
But if it be thick, 
You may write with a flick. 


I had a letter to-day from poor Mrs Long, giving 
me an account of her preſent life, obſcure in a e. 
mote country town *, and how eaſy the is under i. 
Poor creature! tis juſt ſuch an alteration in life, 3 
if Preſto ſhould be baniſhed from MD, and con- 
demned to converſe with Mrs. Raymond. I dine 
to-day with Ford, Sir Richard Levinge, &c. at 1 
place where they board, hard by. I was lazy, and 
not very well, ſitting ſo long with company ye 
terday. I have been very buſy writing this eveniny 
at home, and had a fire: I am ſpending my ſecond 
half-buſhel of coals ; and now am in bed, and 'tl 
late, 


- She was then at Lynn in Norfolk, 


| 13. | 
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13. I dined to-day in the city, and then went to 
chriſten Will Frankland's child; and Lady Falcon- 
bridge was one of the godmothers : this is a daugh- 
ter of Oliver Cromwel, and extremely like him by 
his pictures that I have ſeen, I ſtaid till almoſt 
eleven, and am now come home and gone to bed. 
My buſineſs in the city was to thank Stratford for a 
kindneſs he has done me, which now I will tell 
you. I found Bank Stock was fallen thirty-four in 
the hundred, and was mighty deſirous to buy it ; 
but I was a little too late for the cheapeſt time, be- 
ing hindred by buſineſs here; for I was ſo wiſe to 
gueſs to a day when it would fall. My project was 
this: I had three hundred pounds in Ireland; and 
ſo I writ to Mr. Stratford in the city, to deſire he 
would buy me three hundred pounds in Bank Stock, 
and that he ſhould keep the papers, and that I would 
be bound to pay him for them; and if it ſhould riſe 
or fall, I would take my chance, and pay him in- 
tereſt in the mean time. I ſhewed my letter to one 
or two people, who underſtand thoſe things ; and 
they ſaid, money was ſo hard to be got here, that 
no man would do it for me. However, Stratford, 
who is the moſt generous man alive, has done 1t : 
but it coſt one hundred pounds and a half, that is 
ten ſhillings, ſo that three hundred pounds colt me 
three hundred pounds and thirty ſhillings. This 
was done about a week ago, and I can have five 
pounds for my bargain already. Before it fell it was 


one hundred and thirty pounds, and we are {ure it 
will be the ſame again. I told you I writ to your 


Vor. XIV. T mother, 


| 
= 
| 
| 
| 


till now, and in bed bid you good night. 
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mother, to deſire that Lady Giffard would do the 
ſame with what ſhe owes you ; but ſhe tells Your 
mother ſhe has no money. I would to God all 
you had in the world was there. Whenever you 
lend money take this rule, to have two people 
bound, who have both viſible fortunes ; for they wil 
hardly die together ; and when one dies, you fall 
upon the other, and make him add another ſecurity: 
and if Rathburn (now I have his name) pays you 
in your money, let me know, and I will direct Par- 
viſol accordingly : however, he ſhall wait on you 
and know. So, ladies, enough of buſineſs for one 
night. Paaaaaſt twelvvve o'clock. I muſt only add, 
that after a long fit of rainy weather, it has been 
fair two or three days, and is this day grown cold 
and froſty ; ſo that you muſt give poor little Preſto 
leave to have a fire in his chamber morning and 
evening too, and he']l do as much for you. 

14. What has your Chancellor loſt his ſenſes, 


like Will Crowe? J forgot to tell Dingley, that! 


was yeſterday at Ludgate, beſpeaking the ſpectacles 
at the great ſhop there, and ſhall have them in 1 


day or two. This has been an inſipid day, [ 


dined with Mrs. Vanhomrigh, and came gravely 
home, after juſt viſiting the Coffee-houſc. ir 
Richard Cox, they ſay, is ſure of going over Lord 
Chancellor, who is as errant a puppy as ever eit 
bread : but the Duke of Ormond has a natural al- 
fection to puppies, which is a thouſand pities, being 
none himſelf. I have been amuſing myſelf at home 


$5.1 
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15; I have been viſiting this morning, but no- 
body was at home, Secretary St. John, Sir Thomas 
Hanmer, Sir Chancellor Cox-comb, &c. I attend- 
ed the Duke of Ormond with about fifty other Iriſh 
gentlemen at Skinner's-hall, where the Londonderry 
ſociety laid out three hundred pounds to treat us and 
his Grace with a dinner. Three great tables with 
the deſſert laid in mighty figure. Sir Richard Le- 
vinge and I got diſcreetly to the head of the ſecond 
table, to avoid the crowd at the firſt : but it was fo 
cold, and fo confounded a noiſe with the trumpets 
and hautboys, that I grew weary, and ſtole away 
before the ſecond courſe came on; ſo I can give you 
no account of it, which is a thouſand pities. I call- 
ed at Ludgate for Dingley's glaſſes, and ſhall have 
them in a day or two; and I doubt it will coſt me 
thirty ſhillings for a microſcope, but not without 
Stella's permiſſion; for I remember ſhe is a virtuoſo. 
Shall I buy it or no? Tis not the great bulky ones, 
nor the common little ones, to impale a louſe (ſav- 
ing your preſence) upon a needle's point; but of a 
more exact ſort, and clearer to the fight, with all 
ts equipage in a little trunk that you may carry in 
your pocket. Tell me, ſirrah, ſhall I buy it or not 
for you? I came home ſtraight, &c. 


16. I dined to-day in the city with Mr. Manley, 
who invited Mr. Addiſon and me, and ſome other 
friends, to his lodging, and entertained us very 
handſomely, I returned with Mr. Addiſon, and 
Hoitered till nine in the Coffee-houſe, where I am 
[hardly known by going ſo ſeldom, I am here ſo- 
1 4 liciting 
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liciting for Trounce; you know him : he was gun⸗ 
ner in the former yacht, and would fain be ſo in the 
preſent one: if you remember him, a good luſty 
freſh-coloured fellow. Shall I ftay till 1 get another 
letter from MD before I cloſe up this? Mr. Addi. 
ſon and I meet a little ſeldomer than formerly, al. 


though we are ſtill at bottom as good friends 2; 
ever; but differ a little about party. 


17. To-day I went to Lewis at the Secretary! 
office, where I ſaw and ſpoke to Mr. Harley, why 
promiſed, in a few days, to finifh the reſt of ny 
buſineſs. I reproached him for putting me on the 
neceſſity of minding him of it, and rallied him, 
&c. which he took very well. I dined to-day with 
one Mr. Gore, elder brother to a young merchant 
of my acquaintance, and Stratford, and my other 
friend merchants dined with us, where I ſtaid late, 
drinking claret and burgundy, and am jult got 
to bed, and will fay no mere, but that it now be- 
gins to be time to have a letter from my own li- 
tle MD; for the laſt J had above a fortnight 290 
and the date was old too. 


18. To-day I dined with Lewis and Prior at at 
eating-houſe, but with Lewis's wine. Lewis well 
away, and Prior and I fat on, where we comple 
mented one another for an hour or two upon lf 
mutual wit and poetry. Coming home at ſeven, i 
gentleman unknown ſtopt me in the Pall-mall, an 
aſkt my advice; ſaid he had been to ſee the que 

(who was juſt come to town) and the people I 
walting would not let him ſee her ; that he . 
' : unde 
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hundred thouſand men ready to ſerve her in the war; 
that he knew the Queen perfectly well, and had an 
apartment at court, and if ſhe heard he was there, 
ſhe would ſend for him immediately ; that ſhe owed 
him two hundred thouſand pounds, &c. and he de- 
fired my opinion whether he ſhould go try 'again 
whether he could ſee her; or, becauſe perhaps ſhe 
was weary after her journey, whether he had not 
better ſtay till to-morrow. I had a mind to get rid 
of my companion, and begged him of all love to 
wait on her immediately; for that, to my know- 
ledge, the Queen would admit him; that this was 
an affair of great, importance, and required diſpatch : 
and I inſtructed him to let me know the ſucceſs of 
his buſineſs, and come to the Smyrna Coffee-houſe, 

where I would wait for him till midnight; and fo 
| ended this adventure. I would have fain given the 
man half a crown; but was afraid to offer it him, 
leſt he ſhould be offended ; for, beſide his money, 
he ſaid he had a thouſand pounds a year. I came 
home not early, and ſo, madams both, good night, 
&c. ä 

19. I dined to-day with poor Lord Mountjoy, 
who is ill of the gout ; and this evening I chriſtened 
our coffee-man Elliot's child ; where the rogue had 
| 4 moſt noble ſupper, and Steele and I fat among 
lome ſcurvy company over a bowl of punch, ſo that 
Jam come home late, young women, and can't 
ſlay to write to little rogues. 


T4 20. I 
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20. I loitered at home, and dined with Sir An. 
drew Fountain at his lodging, and then came 
home: a ſilly day. 


the c 
and 
the 1 
at I: 
like 

me, 

ters 

pock 
ſo ye 
in L 
tir 


ſald 


21. J was viſiting all this morning, and then 
went to the Secretary's office, and found Mr, Har. 
ley, with whom I dined ; and Secretary St. John, 
&c. and Harley promiſed in a very few days to f- 
niſh what remains of my buſineſs. Prior was of 
the company, and we all dine at the Secretary's to- 
morrow. I ſaw Stella's mother this morning: ſhe 
came early, and we talked an hour. I wiſh you 
would propoſe to Lady Giffard to take the three 
hundred pounds out of her hands, and give her 
common intereſt for life, and ſecurity that you will 
pay her: the Biſhop of Clogher, or any friend, 
would be fecurity for you, if you gave them coun- 
ter ſecurity ; and it may be argued, that it will pals 
better to be in your hands than hers in caſe of mor- 
tality, &c. Your mother ſays, if you write ſhe'll 
ſecond it; and you may write to your mother, and 
then it will come from her. She tells me Lady 
Giffard has a mind to fee me, by her diſcourſe ; but 
I told her what to ſay, with a vengeance. She told 
Lady Giffard ſhe was going to ſee me : ſhe looks 
extremely well. I am writing in my bed like 2 
tyger, and fo good night, &c, 

22. I dined with Secretary St. John ; and Lord 
Dartmouth, who is t'other Secretary, dined with us, 
and Lord Orrery and Prior, &c. Harley called, 
but could not dine with us, and would have had me 
away while I was at dinner; but I did not y 

the 
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the company he was to have. We ſtayed till eight, 
ind I called at the Coffre-houſe, and looked where 
the letters lie; but no letter directed for Mr. Preſto: 
at laſt I ſaw a letter to Mr. Addiſon, and it looked 
like a rogue's hand, ſo J made the fellow give it 
me, and opened it before him, and ſaw three let- 
ters all for myſelf: fo, truly, I put them in my 
pocket, and came home to my lodging. Well, and 
ſo you ſhall hear : well, and ſo I found one of them 
in Dingley's hand, and t'other in Stella's, and the 
third in Domville'ss Well, ſo you ſhall hear; fo, 
ſaid I to myſelf, what now, two letters from MD 
together ? But I thought there was ſomething in 
the wind; ſo I opened one, and I opened tother ; 
and ſo you ſhall hear, one was from Walls. Well, 
but tother was from own dear MD; yes it was. 
0 faith, have you received my ſeventh, young wo- 
men, already; then I muſt fend this to-morrow, 
| elle there will be old doings at our houſe, faith — 
| Well, I won't anſwer your letter in this: no faith, 
catch me at that, and I never ſaw the like. Well; 
| but as to Walls, tell him (with ſervice to him and 
wife, &c.) that I have no imagination of Mr, 
Pratt's loſing his place: and while Pratt continues 
| Clements is in no danger; and I have already en- 
| gaged Lord Hyde he ſpeaks of, for Pratt and twenty 
others; but, if ſuch a thing ſhould happen, I will 
do what I can. I have above ten buſineſſes of 
| other people's now on my hands, and, I believe, 
| ſhall miſcarry in half. It is your ſixth I now have 
eceived. I writ laſt poſt to the Biſhop of Clogher 
| 4 . again. 
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again, Shall I ſend this to-morrow ? Well, I wil 
to oblige MD. Which would you rather, a ſhort 
letter every week, or a long one every fortnight? A 
long one; well, it ſhall be done, and fo good night 
Well, but is this a long one? No, I warrant you: 

too long for naughty girls, 

23, I only aſk, have you got both the ten pounds, 
or only the firſt; I hope you mean both. Pray he 
good houſewives ; and I beg you to walk when you 
can for health. Have you the horſe in town ? and 
do you ever ride him? how often? confeſs. Ahhh, 
firrah, have I caught you ? Can you contrive to let 
Mrs. Fenton know, that the requeſt ſhe has made 
me in her letter, I will uſe what credit I have to 
bring about, although I hear it is very difficult, and 
I doubt I ſhall not ſucceed. Cox is not to be your 
Chancellor: all joined againſt him. I have been 
ſupping with Lord Peterborow, at his houſe, with 
Prior, Lewis, and Dr. Freind. Tis the rambling- 
eſt lying rogue on earth. Dr. Raymond is come 
to town: tis late, and ſo I bid you good night. 

24. I tell you pretty management: Ned South- 
well told me t'other day, he had a letter from the 
Biſhops of Ireland, with an addreſs to the Duke of 
Ormond, to intercede with the Queen, to take off 
the firſt-fruits, I dined with him to-day, and faw 
it, with another letter to him from the biſhop of 
Kildare, to call upon me for the papers, &c. and | 
had laſt poſt one from the Archbiſhop of Dublin, 
telling me the reaſon of this proceeding ; that up- 
on hearing the Duke of Ormond was declared Lord 


Lieutenant, they met, and the Biſhops were fot 
this 
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this project, and talkt coldly of my being ſolicitor, 
35 one that was favoured by tother party, &c. but 
geſired that I would ſtill folicit, Now the wiſdom 
oF this is admirable ; for I had given the Archbi- 
ſhop an account of my reception from Mr. Harley, 
and how he had ſpoken to the Queen, and promiſed 
it ſhould be done ; but Mr. Harley ordered me to 
tell no perſon alive. Some time after he gave me 
leave to let the Primate and Archbiſhop know that 
the Queen had remitted the firſt-fruits ; and that in 
2 ſhort time they ſhould have an account of it in 
form from Lord Dartmouth, Secretary of State. So 
while their letter was on the road to the Duke of 
Ormond and Southwell, mine was going to them 
with an account of the thing being done. I writ a 
very warm anſwer to the Archbithop immediately, 
and ſhewed my reſentments, as I ought, againſt the 
Biſhops, only in good manners, excepting himſelf. 
| wonder what they will ſay when they hear the 
thing is done. I was yeſterday forced to tell South- 
well fo, that the Queen had done it, &c. for he 
laid, my Lord Duke would think of it ſome months 
| lence when he was going for Ireland; and he had 
it three years in doing formerly, without any ſuc- 
cels. I give you free leave to ſay, on occaſion, that 
it is done, and that Mr. Harley prevailed on the 
| Queen to do it, &c. as you pleaſe. As I hope to 
| live, J deſpiſe the credit of it, out of an exceſs 
| of pride, and deſire you will not give me the 
| leaſt merit when you talk of it ; but I would vex the 
| Biſhops, and have it ſpread that Mr. Harley had 
done it: pray do ſo, Your mother ſent me laſt 
night 
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night a parcel of wax candles, and a band- box {ij 
of ſmall plum-cakes. I thought it had been ſome. 
thing for you; and, without opening them, ſent 
anſwer by the maid that brought them, that I would 
take care to ſend the things, &c. but I will writ: 
her thanks. Is this a long letter, firrahs ? Noy, 
are you ſatisfied? 1 have had no fit fince the firſt: 
I drink brandy every morning, and take pills every 
night. Never fear, I ant vexed at this puppy bu- 
fineſs of the Biſhops, although I was a little at firſt. 
III tell you my reward: Mr. Harley will think he 
has done me a favour ; the Duke of Ormond, per. 
haps, that J have put a neglect on him; and the 
Biſhops in Ireland, that I have done nothing at all, 
So goes the world. But I have got above all this, 
and, perhaps, I have better reafon for it than they 
know: and ſo you ſhall hear no more of firſt-fruit:: 
Dukes, Harleys, Archbiſhops, and Southwells. 


I have ſlipt off Raymond upon ſome of his coun- 
trymen to ſhew him the town, &c. and J lend him 
Patrick. He deſires to fit with me in the evenings; 
upon which I have given Patrick poſitive crder: 
that I am not within at evenings. 
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Lr TEN X. 


London, Nov. 25, 1710. 


LL tell you ſomething that's plaguy ſilly: I had 
forgot to ſay on the 23d in my laſt, where I 
dined ; and becauſe I had done it conſtantly, I 
thought it was a great omiſſion, and was going to 
interline it; but at laſt the fillineſs of it made me 
| cry, pſhah, and I let it alone. I was to-day to fee 
the Parliament meet ; but only ſaw a great crowd : 
and Ford and I went to ſee the tombs at Weſtmin- 
ter, and ſauntered ſo long I was forced to go to an 
exting-houſe for my dinner, Bromley is choſen 
Speaker, nemine contradicente : Do you underſtand 
thoſe two words? And Pompey, Colonel Hill's 
black, defigns to ſtand Speaker for the footmen. 
| | am engaged to uſe my intereſt for him, and 
have ſpoken to Patrick to get him ſome votes. 
| We are now all impatient for the Queen's ſpeech, 
what ſhe will ſay about removing the miniſtry, &c. 
| have got a cold, and I don't know how; but 
got it I have, and am hoarfe : I don't know whether 
it will grow better or worſe. What's that to you? I 
| won't anſwer your letter to-night. I'll keep you a lit- 
| tie longer in ſuſpenſe: I can't ſend it. Your mother's 
cakes are very good, and one of them ſerves me for a 
breakfaſt, and fo I'll go ſleep like a good boy. 
| 26. I have got a cruel cold, and ſtaid within all 
tis day in my night-gown, and dined on fix-pen- 
nyworth of victuals, and read and writ, and was 
denied to every body. Dr. Raymond called often, 


and 
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and I was denied ; and at laſt, when I was weary, 1 


let him come up, and aſked him, without conf. 
quence, How Patrick denied me, and whether he 


had the art of it? So by this means he ſhall be uſed 
to have me denied to him ; otherwiſe he would he 
a plaguy trouble and hindrance to me: he has ſat 
with me two hours, and drank a pint of ale coſt me 
five pence, and ſmoakt his pipe, and 'tis now paſt 
eleven that he is juſt gone. Well, my eighth is 
with you now, young women, and your ſeventh 
to me is ſomewhere in a poſt-boy's bag; and 
ſo go to your gang of Deans, and Stoytes, and 
Walls, and loſe your money; go, ſauce-boxes, and 
ſo good night and be happy, dear rogues. Oh, 
but your box was ſent to Dr. Hawkſhaw by 
Sterne, and you will have it with Hawkſhaw, and 
ſpectacles, &c. &c. 

27. To- day Mr. Harley met me in the Court of 
Requeſts, and whiſpered me to dine with him. At 
dinner I told him what thoſe Biſhops had done, 
and the difficulty I was under. He bid me never 
trouble myſelf; he would tell the Duke of Ormond 
the buſineſs was done, and that he need not conccit 
himſelf about it. So now I am eaſy, and they 
may hang themſelves for a parcel of inſolent un- 
grateful raſcals. I ſuppoſe I told you in my laß, 
how they ſent an addreſs to the Duke of Ormond, 
and a letter to Southwell, to call on me for the pa- 
pers, after the thing was over, but they had not fe- 
ceived my letter ; though the Archbiſhop might, 
by what I writ to him, have expected it would be 


done. Well, there's an end of that; and in a lit- 
| tic 
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le time the Queen will ſend them notice, &c. 
And ſo the methods will be ſettled; and then I 
ſhall think of returning, although the baſeneſs of 
thoſe Biſhops makes me love Ireland leſs than 1 
did. 

28. Lord Hallifax ſent to invite me to dinner, 
where I ſtaid till fix, and croſt him in all his Whig 
talk, and made him often come over to me. I 
know he makes court to the new men, although 
he affects to talk like a whig. I had a letter to-day 
from the Biſhop of Clogher ; but I writ to him 
lately, that I would obey his commands to the 
Duke of Ormond. He ſays I bid him read the 
London Shaver, and that you both ſwore it was 
Shaver, and not Shower. You all lie, and you are 
puppies, and cant read Preſto's hand. The Biſhop 
is out entirely in his conjectures of my ſhare in the 
| Tatlers, —I have other things to mind, and of muck 
greater importance *, elſe I have little to do to be 
acquainted with a new miniſtry, who conſider me a 
little more than Iriſh Biſhops do. 8 

29. Now for your ſaucy good dear letter: let 
me ſee, what does it ſay ? come then. I dined to- 
day with Ford, and went home early; he debauch- 
ed me to his chamber again with a bottle of wine 
till twelve: fo good night. I can't write an anſwer 
now, you rogues. 

30. To-day I have been viſiting, which I had 
| long neglected ; and I dined with Mrs. Barton alone; 
and ſauntered at the Coffee-houſe till paſt eight, 


* He was writing the Examiner at ttt time. 


and 
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and have been buſy till eleven, and now I'll an- 
ſwer your letter, ſauce- box. Well, let me ſee now 
again. My wax candle's almoſt out, but however 
Fll begin. Well then, don't be ſo tedious, Mr. 
Preſto; what can you ſay to MD's letter? Make 
haſte, have done with your preambles—Why, ] 
fay I am glad you are ſo often abroad; your mother 
thinks it is want of exerciſe hurts you, and ſo do l. 
(She call'd here to-night, but I was not within, 
that's by the bye.) Sure you don't deceive me, 
Stella, when you ſay you are in better health than 
you were theſe three weeks ; for Dr. Raymond told 
me yeſterday, that Smyth of the Blind-Quay had 
been telling Mr. Leigh, that he left you extremely 
ill; and in ſhort, ſpoke ſo, that he almoſt put poor 
Leigh into tears, and would have made me run dif- 
tracted; though your letter is dated the 1 1th inſtant, 
and I ſaw Smyth in the city above a fortnight ago, 
as I paſt by in a coach. Pray, pray, don't write, 
Stella, until you are mighty, mighty, mighty, 
mighty, mighty well in your eyes, and are ſure it 
won't do you the leaſt hurt. Or come, Til tell 
you what; you, miſtreſs Stella, ſhall write your 
ſhare at five or ſix fittings, one fitting a day ; and 
then comes Dingley all together, and then Stella 
a little crumb towards the end, to let us ſee ſhe 
remembers Preſto; and then conclude with ſome- 
thing handſome and genteel, as your moſt humble 
cumdumble, or, &. O Lord! does Patrick write 
word of my not coming till ſpring ? inſolent man! 
he know my ſecrets? No; as my Lord Mayer ſaid, 

No; 
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No; if I thought my ſhirt knew, &c. Faith, I 


will come as ſoon as it is any way proper for 
me to come ; but, to fay the truth, I am at pre- 
ſent a little involved with the preſent miniſtry in 
ſome certain things (which I tell you as a ſecret) 
and ſoon as eyer I can clear my hands, I will ſtay 
no longer: for I hope the firft-fruit buſineſs will 
be ſoon over in all its forms. But, to ſay the truth, 
the preſent miniſtry have a difficult taſk, and want 
me, &c. Perhaps they may be juſt as grateful as 
others: but, according to the beſt judgment J have, 
they are purſuing the true intereſt of the publick ; 
and therefore I am glad to contribute what is in my 
power. For God's fake, not a word of this to any 
aive.—Your Chancellor? why, madam, I can tell 
you he has been dead this fortnight. Faith, I could 
hardly forbear our little language about a naſty dead 
Chancellor, as you may ſee by the blot . Plough- 
ing? A pox plough them; they'll plough me to 
nothing. But have you got your money, both the 
| ten pounds? How durſt he pay the ſecond fo ſoon ? 
Pray be good huſwifes.— Aye, weil, and Joe; 
why, I had a letter lately from Joe, deſiring I would 
take ſome care of their poor town 4, Who, he ſays, 
will Joſe their liberties. To which I deiired Dr. 


* To make this intelligible, it is neceſſary to obſerve, that the 
words this fortnight, in the preceding ſentence, were firſt written in 
what he calls their little language, and af.erwards ſcratched out and 
written plain. It muſt be confeſſed this little language, which paſſed 
current between <wift and Stella, has occaſioned infinite trouble in the 
reviſal of theſe papers, | 

+ Trim, 


Raymond 
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nd would return anſwer ; That the town had 


behaved themſelves ſo ill to me, ſo little regarded 
the advice I gave them, and difagreed fo much 


among themſelves, that I was reſolved never to have a 
more to do with them; but that whatſoever per- No 
ſonal kindneſs I could do to Joe, ſhould be done. yo! 
Pray, when you happen to ſee Joe, tell him this, wh 
| leſt Raymond ſhould have blundered or forgotten. ho 
Poor Mrs. Weſley Why theſe poligyes * for being 0, 
abroad? Why ſhould you be at home at all, until no, 
Stella is quite well ?—So, here is miſtreſs Stella again do 
with her two eggs, &c. My Shower admired with as 
you; why, the Biſhop of Clogher ſays, he has een ty 
ſomething of mine of the ſame fort, better than to 
the Shower. I ſuppoſe he means the Morning; bit 
but it is not half ſo good. I want your judgment ho 
of things, and not your country'ss How does MD he 
like it? and do they taſte it a//? 6c. + I am glad ha 
Dean Bolton has paid the twenty pounds. Why ha 
ſhould not I chide the Biſhop of Clogher for writ- co 
ing to the Archbiſhop of Caſhel, without ſending on 
the letter firſt to me? It does not ſignify a —; th 
for he has no credit at court. Stuff—they are all lo 
puppies, Il! break your head in good earneſt, young w 
woman, for your naſty jeſt about Mrs. Barton. Un- te 
lucky ſluttikin, what a word is there? Faith, I was W 


thinking yeſterday, when I was with her, whether 
ſhe could break them or no þ, and it quite ſpoiled 


* So written for apologies. 
+ He certainly means the ridicule of triplets in particular. 
I Ihis jeſt is loſt, whatever it was, for want of MP's letter. 
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my imagination. Mrs. Wall, does Stella win as 
he pretends ? No indeed, Doctor; ſhe loſes always, 
ind will play ſo venterſomely, how can ſhe win? 
See here now; an't you an impudent lying flut ? 
Do, open Domvile's letter; what does it ſignify, if 
you have a mind? Yes, faith, you write ſmartly 
with your eyes ſhut ; all was well but the w. See 
how I can do it; Madam Stella, your humble ſervant *. 
0, but one may look whether one goes crooked or 
no, and ſo write on. I'll tell you what you may 
do; you may write with your eyes half ſhut, juſt 
as when one is going to ſleep: I have done fo for 
two or three lines now; tis but juſt ſeeing enough 
to go ſtraight, Now, madam Dingley, I think I 
bid you tell Mr. Walls, that in caſe there be occa- 
hon, I will ſerve his friend as far as | can; but I 
hope there will be none. Yet I believe you will 
have a new Parliament ; but I care not whether you 
have or no a better. You are miſtaken in all your 
conjectures about the Tatlers. I have given him 
one or two hints, and you have heard me talk about 
the Shilling. Faith, theſe anſwering letters are very 
long ones: you have taken up almoſt the room of a 

week in journals ; and Il tell you what, I faw 
| fellows wearing crofles to-day * and I wondered 
what was the matter ; but juſt this minute I recol- 


lect it is little Preſto's bicth-day ; and I was reſolved 


* Here he writ with his eyes ſhut, and the writing is ſomewhat 


| crooked, although as well in other reſpects as if his eyes had been 
open, 
+ St, Andrew's day. 
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theſe three days to remember it when it came, but 
could not. Pray, drink my health to-day at dinner, 
do you rogues. Do you like Sid Hamet's Rod! 
Do you underſtand it all? Well, now at laſt I haye 
done with your letter, and ſo III lay me down to 
fleep, and about fair maids ; and I hope merry 
maids all. 


Dec. 1. Morning. I with Smyth were hanged, 
I was dreaming the moſt melancholy things in the 
world of poor Stella, and was grieving and crying 
all night.—Pſhah, tis fooliſh : I'll riſe and divert 
myſelf; ſo good morrow, and God of his infinite 
mercy keep and protect you. The Biſhop of Clogh- 
er's letter is dated Nov. 21. He ſays, you thought 
of going with him to Clogher. I am heartily glad 
of it, and wiſh you would ride there, and Dingley 
go in a coach. I have had no fit ſince my firſt, al- 
though ſometimes my head is not quite in good 
order.— At night. I was this morning to viſit Mr. 
Pratt, who is come over with poor ſick Lord Shel- 
burn; they made me dine with them, and there! 
ſtaid, like a booby, till eight, look ing over them at 
ombre, and then came home. Lord Shelburn's 


giddineſs is turned into a cholick, and he looks mi- 
ſerably. 


2. Steel, the rogue, has done the impudenteſt 
thing in the world: he ſaid ſomething in a Tatler, 
that we ought to uſe the word Great Britain, and 
not England, in common converſation, as, the fineſt 
lady in Great Britain, &c. Upon this, Rowe, Prior, 
and I ſent him a letter, turning this into ridicule. 

I | He 
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He has to- day printed the letter, and ſigned it J. 8. 
M. P. and N. R. the firſt letters of our names. 
Congreve told me to-day, he ſmoakt it immedi- 
ately. Congreve and I and Sir Charles Wager dined 
to-day at Delaval's, the Portugal envoy ; and I ſtaid 
there till eight, and came home, and am now writ- 
ing to you before I dd buſineſs, becauſe that dog 
Patrick is not at home, and the fire is not made, 
and I am not in my gear. Pox take him !—1 
was looking by chance at the top of this fide, and 
find I make plaguy miſtakes in words; ſo that 
you muſt fence againſt that as well as bad writing. 
Faith, I can't nor won't read what I have written. 
(Pox of this puppy !) Well, {ll leave you till I am 
got to bed, and then I'Il ſay a word or two.—Well, 
'tis now almoſt twelve, and I have been buſy ever 
ſince, by a fire too, (I have my coals by half a buſh- 
el at a time, I'll afture you) and now I am got to 
bed. Well, and what have you to fay to Preſto 
now he is a-bed? Come now, let us hear your 
ſpeeches. No, tis a lie, I an't ſleepy yet. Let us 
it up a little longer, and talk. Well, where have 
you been to-day, that you are but juſt this minute 
come home in a coach? What have you loſt? Pay 
the coachman, Stella, No, faith, not I, he'll 
| grumble. What new acquaintance have you got? 
come, let us hear. I have made Delaval promiſe to 
| ſend me ſome Brazil tobacco from Portugal for you, 
madam Dingley. I hope you'll have your choco- 
late and ſpectacles before this comes to you. 
3. Pſhaw, I muſt be writing to thote.cear fancy 
brats every night, whether Iwill or no, let me have 
3 What 
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what buſineſs I will, or come home ever ſo late, or 
be ever ſo ſleepy; but an old ſaying, and a true one, 
Be you Lords, or be you Earls, you muſt write to 
naughty girls. I was to-day at court, and ſaw Ray- 
mond among the beef-eaters, ſtaying to ſee the 
Queen; ſo I put him in a better ſtation, made two 
or three dozen of bows, and went to church, and 
then to court again, to pick up a dinner, as I did 
with Sir John Stanley, and then we went to viſit 
Lord Mountjoy, and juſt now left him, and 'tis 
near eleven at night, young women, and methinks 
this letter comes pretty near to the bottom, and 'tis 
but eight days ſince the date, and don't think II 
write on t'other fide, I thank you for nothing, 
Faith, if I would uſe you to letters on ſheets a; 
broad as this room, you would always expect them 
from me. Oh, faith, I know you well enough; 
but an old faying, &c. Two ſides in a ſheet, and 
one in a ſtreet. I think that's but a filly old faying, 
and ſo I'll go to fleep, and do you fo too. 


4. I dined to-day with Mrs. Vanhomrigh, and 
then came home, and ſtudied till evening. No 
adventure at all to-day. 


5. So I went to the Court of Requeſts (we have 
had the devil and all of rain by the bye) to pick 
up a dinner; and Henley made me go dine with 
him and one Colonel Brag at a tavern, coſt me mo- 
ney, faith. Congreve was to be there, but came 
not. I came with Henley to the Coffee-hout!, 
where Lord Saliſbury ſeemed mighty defirous to 
talk with me; and while he was wriggling * 

| | ſc 
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ſelf into my favour, that dog Henley aſked me 
aloud, whether I would go to ſee Lord Somers, as 
I had promiſed (which was a lie) and all to vex 
poor Lord Saliſbury, who is a high tory. He 
played two or three other ſuch tricks, and I was 
forced to leave my Lord, and I came home at ſe- 
ven, and have been writing ever ſince, and will now 
go to bed. T'other day I ſaw Jack Temple in the 
Court of Requeſts: it was the firſt time of ſeeing 
him; ſo we talked two or three careleſs words, and 
parted. Is it true that your Recorder and Mayor, 
and fanatick * Aldermen, a month or two ago, at a 
folemn feaſt, drank Mr. Harley's, Lord Rocheſter's, 
and other tory healths ? Let me know : it was con- 
hdently ſaid here. The ſcoundrels ! It ſhan't do, 
Tom. 

6. When is this letter to go, I wonder : hearkee, 
young women, tell me that. Saturday next for 
certain, and not before : then it will be juſt a fort- 
night; time enough for naughty girls, and long 
enough for two letters, faith, Congreve and De- 
| Jayal have at laſt prevailed on Sir Godfrey Kneller to 
intreat me to let him draw my picture for nothing; 
but I know not yet when I ſhall fit. —It is ſuch 
monſtrous rainy weather, that there is no doing 
with it. Secretary St. John ſept to me this morn- 
ing, that my dining with him to-day was put off 
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till to-morrow ; ſo I peaceably ſat with my neigh. 
bour Ford, dined with him, and came home at ſix, 
and am now ein bed as uſual; and now it is time tg 
have another letter from MD, yet I would not have 
it till this goes » for that would look like two letters 
for one. Is it not whimſical that the Dean has 
never once written to me? And I find the Archhi- 
| ſhop very ſilent to that letter I ſent him with an 
account that the buſinefs was done. I believe he 
knows not what to write or ſay ; and J have ſince 
written twice to him, both times with a vengeance, 
Well, go to bed, firrahs, and ſo will I. But have 
you loſt to-day ? Three thillings. O fye, O fye. 


7. No, I won't ſend this letter to-day, nor till 
Saturday, faith; and I'm fo afraid of one from MD 
between this and that: if it comes, I'II juſt ſay! 
received a letter, and that's all. I dined to-day with 
Mr. Secretary St. John, where were Lord Angle- 
ſea, Sir Thomas Hanmer, Prior, Friend, &c. and 
then made a debauch after nine at Prior's houſe, and 
have eaten cold pye, and I hate the thoughts of it, 
and I am full, and I don't like it, and III go to 
bed, and it is late, and ſo good night. 

8. To-day I dined with Mr. Harley and Prior; 
but Mr, St. John did not come, though he pro- 
miſed: he chid me for not ſeeing him oftener. 
Here's a damned libellous pamphlet come out againſt 
Lord Wharton, giving the character firſt, and then 
telling ſome of his actions: the character is very 
well, but the facts indifferent. It has been ſent by 


dozens to ſcveral gentlemen's lodgings, and I had Wi 


one 
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one or two of them, but nobody knows the author 
or printer. We are terribly afraid of the plague 3 
they ſay it is at Newcaſtle. I begged Mr. Harley 
for the love of God to take ſome care about it, or 
we are all ruined. There have been orders for all 
ſhips from the Baltick to paſs their quarantine before 
they land; but they negle& it. You remember I 
have been afraid theſe two years. 

9. O faith, you're a ſaucy rogue. I have had 
your ſixth letter juſt now, before this is gone; but 
[ won't anſwer a word of it, only that I never was 
giddy ſince my firſt fit, but I have had a cold juſt a 
fortnight, and cough with it ſtill morning and even- 
ing; but it will go off. It is, however, ſuch abo- 
minable weather that no creature can walk. They 
lay here three of your commiſſioners will be turn- 
ed out, Ogle, South, and St. Quintain, and that 
Dick Stuart and Ludlow will be two of the new 
ones. I am a little ſoliciting for another; tis poor 
Lord Abercorn, but that is a ſecret, I mean, that I 
befriend him 1s a ſecret ; but I believe it is too late, 
by his own fault and ill fortune. I dined with him 
to-day. I am heartily ſorry you don't go to Clogh- 
er, faith, I am; and ſo God Almighty protect poor 
dear, dear, dear, deareſt MD. Farewel till to-night. 
Ill begin my eleventh to-night; ſo I am always 
writing to little MD, 
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L . 
London, Dec. 9, 1710. 


O, young women, I have juſt ſent my tenth i 
the poit-office, and, as I told you, have receiv. 

ed your ſeventh (faith I'm afraid I miſtook, and {aid 
your fixth, and then we ſhall be all in confuſion thi, 
month). Well, I told you I dined with Lord Aber. 
corn to-day, and that's enough till by and bye; for 
I muſt go write idle things; and twittle twattle, 
What's here to do with your little MD's ? and ſo ! 
put this by for a while. — Tis now late, and I can 
only ſay MD's a dear ſaucy rogue, and what then? 
Preſto loves them the better, 


10. This ſon of a b Patrick is out of the 
way, and I can do nothing; am forced to borrow 
coals : tis now ſix o'clock, and I am come home 
after a pure walk in the Park ; delicate weather, be- 
gun only to-day. A terrible ſtorm laſt night: we 
hear one of your pacquet-boats is caſt away, and 
young Bean. Swift in it, and General Sankey : | 
know not the truth; you will before me. Ray- 
mond talks of leaving the town in a few days, and 
going in a month to Ireland, for fear his wife ſhould 
be too far gone, and forced to be brought to-bed 
here. I think he is in the right: but perhaps this 
pacquet-boat will fright him. He has no reliſh for 
London; and I do not wonder at it. He has got 
ſome Templars from Ireland that ſhew him the town. 
I do not let him fee me above twice a week, and 

that 
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that only while I am dreſſing in the morning.—So, 
now the puppy's come in, and I have got my own 
ink, but a new pen; and ſo now you are rogues and 
auce- boxes till I go to bed; for I muſt go ſtudy, 
firrahs. Now I think of it, tell the Biſhop of 
Clogher he ſhall not cheat me of one inch of my 
bell-metal. You know it is nothing but to fave the 
town money; and Eniſkilling can afford it better 
than Laracor ; he ſhall have but one thouſand five 
hundred weight. I have been reading, &c. as uſual, 

and am now going to bed; and I find this day's ar- 
| ticle is long enough: ſo get you gone till to-mor- 

row and then. I dined with Sir Matthew Dudley- 


11. I am come again as yeſterday, and the puppy 
| had again lockt up my ink, notwithſtanding all I 
| faid to him yeſterday ; but he came home a little 
after me, ſo all is well: they are lighting my fire, 
and III go ſtudy. The fair weather is gone again, 
and it has rained all day. I do not like this open 
weather, though ſome ſay it is healthy. They ſay 
it is a falſe report about the plague at Newcaſtle. I 
| have no news to-day : I dined with Mrs. Vanhom- 
tigh, to deſire them to buy me a ſcarf; and Lady 
| Abercorn is to buy me another, to ſee who does 


| beſt: mine is all in rags. I ſaw the Duke of Rich- 


mond yeſterday at court again; but would not ſpeak 


to him: I believe we are fallen out. I am now in 
| bed ; and it has rained all this evening, like wild-fire. 
Have you ſo much rain in your town? Raymond 
was in a fright, as I expected, upon the news of 
| this ſhipwreck ; but I perſuaded him, and he leaves 
| this 
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this town in a week. I got him acquainted with 
Sir Robert Raymond, the folicitor-general, who 
owns him to be of his family; and I believe it may 
do him a kindneſs, by being recommended to your 
new Lord Chancellor.—I had a letter from Mrs, 
Long, that has quite turned my ftomach againſt 
her: no leſs than two naſty jeſts in it with daſhes 
to ſuppoſe them. She is corrupted in that country 
town * with vile converſation.— I won't anſwer your 
letter till I have leiſure : fo let this go on as it will, 
what care I? what cares ſaucy Preſto ? 
12. 1 was to-day at the Secretary's office with 
Lewis, and in came Lord Rivers, who took Lewis 
out and whiſpered him ; and then came up to me 
to deſire my acquaintance, &c. fo we bowed and 
complimented a while, and parted ; and I dined 
with Phil. Savage , and his Irith club, at their 
boarding place; and, patling an evening ſcurvily 
enough, did not come home till eight. Mr. Addi- 
fon and I hardly meet once a fortnight : his parlia- 
ment I and my different friendſhips keep us aſunder, 
Sir Matthew Dudley turned away his butler yeſter- 
day morning, and at night the poor fellow died ſud- 
denly in the ſtreets: Was not it, an odd event? But 
what caze you; but then I knew the butler. Wh), 
it ſeems your pacquet-boat is not loſt : pſhah, how 
filly that is, when I had already gone through the 
forms, and ſaid it was a fad thing, and that I was 
ſorry for it. But when muſt I anſwer this letter of 
9 Lynn-Regis. | 
+ Chancellor of the Exchequer in Ireland, 
I 4. e. His attendance in Parliament. 4 
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our MD's ? Here it is, lies between this paper on 
rother fide the leaf: one of theſe odd-come-ſhortly's 
Tu conſider, and ſo good night. 


13. Morning. I am to go trapfing with Lady 
Kerry and Mrs. Pratt to fee hghts all this day : they 
engaged me yeſterday morning at tea, You hear 
the hayock making in the army : Meredyth, Ma- 
cartney, and Colonel Honeywood, are obliged to 
{ell their commands at half value, and leave the ar- 
my, for drinking deſtruction to the preſent miniſtry, 
and dreſſing up a hat on a ſtick, and calling it Har- 
ley; then drinking a glaſs with one hand, and 
diſcharging a piſtol with the other at the mau- 
kin, wiſhing it were Harley himſelf; and a 
hundred other ſuch pretty tricks, as enflaming their 
| ſoldiers, and foreign miniſters, againſt the late 
changes at court, Cadogan has had a little paring: 
| his mother told me yeſterday he had loſt the place 
| of envoy : but I hope they will go no farther with 
| him, for he was not at thoſe mutinous meetings. 
| Well, theſe ſaucy jades take up fo much of my 
time, with writing to them in a morning ; but 
| faith J am glad to ſee you whenever I can: a little 
| ſnap and away; and ſo hold your tongue, for I muſt 

riſe: not a word for your life. How nowww ? So, 
very well ; ſtay till I come home, and then, per- 
haps, you may hear further from me. And where 
| will you go to-day, for I can't be with you for 

theſe ladies? It is a rainy ugly day. I'd have you 
| {end for Walls, and go to the Dean's; but don't 
E Pay ſmall games when you loſe. You'll be ruined 
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by Manilio, Baſto, the Queen, and two ſmall trump; 
in red. I confeſs tis a good hand againſt the 
player; but then there are Spadilio, Punto, the 
King, ftrong trumps againſt you, which, with one 
trump more, are three tricks ten ace: for, ſuppoſe 
you play your Manilio—Oh, filly, how I prate and 
can't get away from this MD in a morning. G00, 
get you gone, dear naughty girls, and let me rife 
There, Patrick lockt up my ink again the third 
time laſt night: the rogue gets the better of me: 
but J will riſe in ſpite of you, firrahs,—At night. 
Lady Kerry, Mrs. Pratt, Mrs. Cadogan, and I, in 
one coach ; Lady Kerry's fon and his governor, and 
two Gentlemen, in another ; maids and miſles, and 
little maſter (Lord Shelburn's children) in a third, 
all hackneys, ſet out at ten o'clock this morning 
from Lord Shelburn's houſe in Piccadilly to the 
Tower, and ſaw all the ſights, lions, Cc. then to 
Bedlam ; then dined at the Chop-houſe behind the 
Exchange ; then to Greſham College (but the keeper 
was not at home) and concluded rhe night at the 
puppet-ſhew, whence we came home ſafe at eight, 
and I left them. The Ladies were all in mobbs; 
how do you call it? undreſt; and it was the rainieſt 
day that ever dript; and I'm weary, and 'tis now 
paſt eleven. | 
14. Stay, I'll anſwer ſome of your letter thi: 
morning in bed: let me ſee; come and appear, little 
letter. Here I am, ſays he, and what fay you to 
Mrs. MD this morning freſh and faſting ? who dare: 
thick MD. negligent? J allow them a 2 
R | He 
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and they give it me. I could fill a letter in a week; 
but it is longer every day, and fo I keep it a fort- 
night, and then tis cheaper by one half. I have 
never been giddy, dear Stella, ſince that morning: 
have taken a whole box of pills, and keckt at 
them every night, and drank a pint of brandy at 
mornings.—Oh then, you kept Preſto's little birth- 
hy: would to God I had been with you. I forgot 
it, as I told you before. Rediculous, Madam ; I 
ſuppoſe you mean ridiculous: let me have no more 
of that; tis the Author of the Atlantis's ſpelling. 
| have mended it in your letter. And can Stella 
read this writing without hurting her dear eyes? O, 
faith, I'm afraid not. Have a care of thoſe eyes, 
pray, pray, pretty Stella.—'Tis well enough what 
you obſerve, That if I writ better, perhaps you 
would not read ſo well, being uſed to this manner ; 
tis an alphabet you are uſed to: you know ſuch a 
pothook makes a letter ; and you know what letter, 
and ſo, and ſo.—T'il ſwear he told me ſo, and that 
they were long letters too; but I told him it was 
a Gaſconnade of yours, Sc. I am talking of the 
Biſhop of Clogher, how he forgot. Turn over *. 
| had not room on t'other fide to ſay that, fo I did 
it on this: I fancy that's a good Iriſh blunder. Ah, 
why dont you go down to Clogher nautinautinauti- 
11s dear girls; I dare not ſay nauti without dear: O, 
tlc WF faith, you govern me. But, ſeriouſly, I'm forry 
you don't go, as far as I can judge at this diſtance. 


He ſeems to have written theſe words in a whim, for the ſake of 
what follows, | | 


No, 


302 DR. SWIF T's 


No, we would get you another horſe; I will make 
Parviſol get you one. I always doubted that hy. 
of yours: prythee ſell him, and let it be a preſent 
to me. My heart akes when I think you ride him. 
Order Parviſol to ſell him, and that you are torety; 
me the money: I ſhall never be eaſy until he is out 
of your hands. Faith, I have dreamt five or fy 
times of horſes ſtumbling fince I had your letter, 
If he can't fell him, let him run this Winter 
Faith, if I was near you, I would whip your — 10 
ſome tune, for your grave ſaucy anſwer about the 
Dean and Jonſonibus; I would, young women. 
And did the Dean preach for me? very well. Why, 
would they have me ſtand here and preach to them? 
No, the Tatler of the Shilling was not mine, more 
than the hint, and two or three general heads for 
it. I have much more important buſineſs on my 
hands: and, beſides, the Miniſtry hate to think 
that I ſhould help him, and have made reproaches 
on it; and I frankly told them, I would do it no 
more. This is a ſecret though, Madam Stella. 
You win eight ſhillings ; you win eight fiddle-ſticks. 
Faith, you ſay nothing of what you loſe, young 
women.—l hope Manley is in no great danger; for 
Ned Southwell is his friend, and fo is Sir Thomas 
Frankland ; and his brother John Manley ſtands up 
heartily for him. On tother ſide, all the Gentle- 
men of Ireland here are furiouſly againſt him. Now, 
Miſtreſs Dingley, an't you an impudent ſlut to ex- 
pect a letter next pacquet from Preſto, when you 


confeſs yourſelf, that you had fo lately two letters in 
four 
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bout days? unreaſonable baggage ! no, little Dingley, 

am always in bed by twelve; I mean my candle's 

out by twelve, and I take great care of myſelf. Pray 

ktevery body know, upon occaſion, that Mr. Harley 

got the firſt-fruits from the Queen for the Clergy of 
ſreland, and that nothing remains but the forms, 
&c. So you ſay the Dean and you dined at Stoyte's, 
ind Mrs. Stoyte was in raptures that I remembered 
her, I muſt do it but ſeldom, or it will take off 
her rapture.—But, what now, you ſaucy fluts, all 
this written in a morning, and I muſt riſe and go 
abroad. Pray ſtay till night: don't think I'll ſquan- 
der mornings upon you, pray good Madam. Faith, 
if I go on longer in this trick of writing in the 
morning, I ſhall be afraid of leaving it off, and 
think you expect it, and be in awe. Good morrow, 
trrahs, I will rife. —At night. I went to- day to 
the court of requeſts (I will not anſwer the reſt of 
your letter yet, that by the way) in hopes to dine 
with Mr. Harley: but Lord Dupplin, his ſon-in- 
law, told me he did not dine at home; ſo I was at 
a loſs, until I met with Mr. Secretary St. John, and 
went home and dined with him, where he told me 
of a good bite. Lord Rivers told me two days 
220, that he was reſolved to come Sunday fortnight 
next to hear me preach before the Queen. I aflured 
bim the day was not yet fixt, and I knew nothing 
of it. To-day the Secretary told me, that his 
father, Sir Harry St. John, and Lord Rivers, were 
to be at St. James's church, to hear me preach there; 
and were aſſured I was to preach : fo there will be 


another 
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another bite; for I know nothing of the matter, 
but that Mr. Harley and St. John are refolyeq j 


tles 


muſt preach before the Queen, and the Secretary of = 
State has told me he will give me three weeks diſo! 
warning; but I deſired to be excuſed, which he will beni 
not. St. John, you ſhall not be excuſed :” how. buſi 
ever, I hope they will forget it; for if it (hoglg o w 
happen, all the puppies hereabouts will throng to WM ever 
hear me, and expect ſomething wonderful, and he jeſt 
plaguily baulkt; for I ſhall preach plain honet WM it 
ftuff *. I ſtaid with St. John till eight, and then hitte 
came home, and Patrick defired leave to go abroad, Bl om 
and by and by comes up the girl to tell me, a Gen- your 
tleman was below in a coach who had a bill to pay Wl vith 
me; ſo I let him come up, and who ſhould it be ae 
but Mr. Addiſon and Sam Dopping, to haul me out Wl like 
to ſupper, where I have ſtaid till twelve. If Patrick Wi be g 
had been at home I ſhould have ſcaped this; for | WM here 
have taught him to deny me almoſt as well as Mr. Wc ty 
Harley's porter.— Where did I leave off in MD's WW it y 
letter: let me ſee. So, now I have it. You arc not; 
pleaſed to ſay, Madam Dingley, that thoſe that go WE lupp 
for England, can never tell when to come back. You 
Do you mean this as a reflection upon Preſto, iſ y f 
Madam? ſauce-boxes, I'll come back as ſoon as Ide! 
can, as hope ſaved, and I hope with ſome advan- hz 


tage, unleſs all miniſtries be alike, as perhaps they WM ere 
may. I hope Hawkſhaw is in Dublin before now, pur 


and that you have your things, and like your ſpecta- eve 
Well 
* The Miniſtry never could prevail upon the Doctor to preach be. anſy 


fore the Queen, 


Ye 


cles! 
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les: if you do not, you ſhall have better. I hope 
Dingley's tobacco did not ſpoil Stella's chocolate, 
and that all is ſafe: pray let me know. Mr. Ad- 
lifon and J are different as black and white, and I 
believe our friendſhip will go off, by this damned 
buſineſs of party : he cannot bear ſeeing me fall in 
ſo with this Miniſtry ; but I love him till as well as 
ever, though we ſeldom meet. —Huſly, Stella, you 
jeſt about poor Congreve's eyes; you do ſo, huſly ; 
but III bang your bones, faith.—Yes, Stecle was a 
little while in priſon, or at leaſt in a ſpunging-houſe, 
ſome time before I came, but not ſince.—Pox on 
your convocations, and your Lamberts; they write 
vith a vengeance ! I ſuppoſe you think it a piece of 
affectation in me to with your Iriſh folks would not 
like my Shower; but you are miſtaken. I ſhould 
be glad to have the general applauſe there as I have 
bere (though I fay it) but I have only that of one 
or two, and therefore I would have none at all; but 
t you all be in the wrong. I don't know, this is 
not what I would fay ; but I am fo toſticated with 
ſupper and ſtuff that I can't expreſs myſelf—What 
you ſay of Sid Hamet is well enough; that an ene- 
my ſhould like it, and a friend not ; and that telling 
he Author would make both change their opinions. 

Why did not you tell Griffyth that you fancied 
there was ſomething in it of my manner ; but firſt 
pur up his commendation to the height, as we 
ſerred my poor uncle about the ſconce that I mended. 

Well, I defired you to give what I intended for an 
anſwer to Mrs. Fenton, to ſave her poſtage, and 
Vor. XIV, X __myielf 
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myſelf trouble; and I hope I have done it | 


you han't. 
15. Lord, what a long day's writing was yefter. 
day's anſwer to your letter, firrahs ? I dined to-day 
with Lewis and Ford, whom I have brought ac. 
quainted. Lewis told me a pure thing. I bad 
been hankering with Mr. Harley to fave Steele his 
other employment, and have a little mercy on him, 
and I had been faying the ſame thing to Lewis, 
who is Mr. Harley's chief favourite. Lewis tells 
Mr. Harley how kindly I ſhould take it, if he woulg 
be reconciled to Steele, &c. Mr. Harley, on my 
account, falls in with it, and appoints Steele a time 
to let him attend him, which Steele accepts with 
great ſubmiſſion, but never comes, nor ſends any 
excuſe. Whether it was blundering, ſullenneſs, in- 
folence, or rancor of party, I cannot tell ; but [ 
Mall trouble myſelf no more about him. I believe 
Addiſon hindered him out of mere ſpite, being 
grated to the ſoul to think he ſhould ever want my 
help to fave his friend; yet now he is ſoliciting me 
to make another of his friends Queen's Secretary at 
Geneva; and T'll do it if I can, it is poor Paſtor 
Philips. 
16. O, why did you leave my picture behind 
you at t'other lodgings; forgot it? well; but pn 
remember it now, and don't roll it up, dye heat 
but hang it carefully in ſome part of your room 
where chairs and candles, and mop-ſticks won! 
ſpoil it, firrahs. No truly, I will not be godfathe 
to goody Walls this bout, and I hope ſhe'll have N 


moe 
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more. There will be no quiet, nor cards, for this 
child. I hope it will die the day after the chriſ- 
tening. Mr. Harley gave me a paper, with an ac- 
count of the ſentence you ſpeak of againſt the lads 
that defaced the ſtatue , and that Ingoldſby reprieved 
that part of it ſtanding before the ſtatue. I hope 
it was never executed. We have got your Broderick 
out; Doyne is to ſucceed him, and Cox Doyne. 
And fo there's an end of your letter; tis all an- 
ſwered, and now I muſt go on upon my own ſtock ; 
go on, did I fay? why, I have written enough; 
but this is too ſoon to ſend it yet, young women; 
faith I dare not uſe you to it, youll always expect 


An equeſtrian ſtatue of King William the IIId, in College-Green, 
Dublin. It was common in the days of party, for wild young ſtu- 
dents of the univerſity of Dublin to play ſeveral tricks with this 
ſtatue. Sometimes in their frolicks they would ſet a mawkin behind 
the effigies of the King; ſometimes dreſs up the horſe and rider with 
bows and ſheaves of ſtraw ; but their infernal fin was that of whipping 
the truncheon out of the rider's hand, and thereby leaving the poor 
ſtatue defenceleſs. For theſe and the like freaks, many young Gen- 
tlemen were in former days expelled the univerſity, But, in after- 
times, there was ample amends made to the ſtatue for theſe affronts ; 
if wheeling round its pedeſtal with all gravity and ſolemnity, then 
alighting from coaches, falling down upon the knees, and drinking 
to the glorious and immortal memory of the dead, with eyes lifted up 
to the ſtatue, could expreſs the gratitude and deyotion of its adorers. 
lt is ſaid, that what originally gave the ſtudents offence, was the ſite of 
the ſtatue; the front of it being directed to the city, and the back 
diametrically oppoſite to the great and beautiful entrance of the 
college; which is certainly a great deformity: and beſides, it cauſes 
o very aukward an interruption in the paſſage to the univerſity, and 
15 generally ſo bedaubed with filth and dirt, that every man of taſte 
would be glad it were removed either to St. Stephen's-Green, the 
Barracks, or ſome other place, where it might ſhew to advantage. 
If that were done, how beautiful would appear the noble and ma- 
ſellick front of that learned univerſity! 


X 2 = 
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it; what remains ſhall be only ſhort journals of ; 
day, and fo Ill riſe; for this morning.—-At night, 
I dined with my oppoſite neighbour, Darteneuf, and 
I was ſoliciting this day, to preſent the Biſhop of 
Clogher Vice-Chancellor * ; but it won't do; they 
are all ſet againſt him, and the Duke of Ormond 
they ſay, has reſolved to diſpoſe of it ſomewhere 
elſe. Well; little ſaucy rogues, don't ſtay out too 
late to-night, becauſe it is Saturday night, and 
young women ſhould come home ſoon then. 


17. I went to Court to ſeek a dinner, but the 
Queen was not at church, ſhe has got a touch of the 
gout; ſo the Court was thin, and I went to the 
Coffee-houſe; and Sir Thomas F rankland, and his 
eldeſt fon and I went and dined with his ſon William, 
I talk'd a great deal to Sir Thomas about Manley, 
and find he is his good friend, and fo has Ned South- 
well been, and I hope he will be fafe, though all the 
Iriſh folks here are his mortal enemies. There was 
a deviliſh bite to-day. They had it, I know not 
how, that I was to preach this morning at St. 
James's church, and abundance went, among the reſt 
Lord Radnor, who never is abroad till three in the 
afternoon. I walk'd all the way home from Hatton- 
Garden at fix, by moon-light, a delicate night. 
Raymond called at nine, but I was denied, and now 
I am in bed between eleven and twelve, juſt going 
to ſleep, and dream of my own dear roguiſh impu- 
dent pretty MD. 


* Of the univerſity of Dublin, 
18, You 
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18. You will now have ſhort days works, juſt a 
few lines to tell you where I am, and what I am 
doing; only I will keep room for the laſt day to 
tell you news, if there be any worth ſending. I 
have been ſometimes like to do it at the top of my 
letter, until I remark it would be old before it 
reached you. I was hunting to dine with Mr. 
Harley to-day, but could not find him; and fo I 
dined with honeſt Dr. Cockburn, and came home 
it ſix, and was taken out to next door by Dopping 
and Ford, to drink bad claret and oranges, and we 
let Raymond come to us, who talks of leaving the 
town to-morrow, but I believe will ſtay a day or 
two longer. It is now late, and I will ſay no more, 
but end this line with bidding my own dear ſaucy 
VID good night, &c. 

19. I am come down proud ſtomach in one in- 
tance, for I went to-day to ſee the Duke of Buck- 
ingham; but came too late; then J viſited Mrs. 
Barton, and thought to have dined with ſome of 
the miniſtry ; but it rained, and Mrs. Vanhomrigh 
was nigh, and I took the opportunity of paying her 
for a ſcarf ſhe bought me, and dined there; at four 
went to congratulate with Lord Shelburn, for 
the death of poor Lady Shelburn dowager ; he was 
at his country houſe; and returned while I was there, 
and had not heard of it, and he took it very well. 
| am now come home before ſix, and find a pac- 
quet from the Biſhop of Clogher, with one incloſed 
to the Duke of Ormond, which is ten days earlier 
dated than another I had from Parviſol; however, 
tis no matter, for the Duke has already diſpoſed of 


1 the 
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the Vice-Chancellorſhip to the Archbiſhop of Tuams, 
and I could not help it, for it is a thing wholly 
you know in the Duke's power; and I find the 
Biſhop has enemies about the Duke. I writ this 
while Patrick is folding up my ſcarf, and doing up 
the fire (for I keep a fire, it coſts me twelve- pence 
a week) and ſo be quiet till I am gone to bed, and 
then fit down by me a little, and we'll talk a few 
words more. Well; now MD is at my bed-fide; 
and now what ſhall we ſay? How does Mrs. Stoite? 
What had the Dean for ſupper ? How much did 
Mrs. Walls win? poor Lady Shelburn : well, go 
get you to bed, firrahs. 
20. Morning. I was up this morning early, and 
ſhaved by candle-light, and write this by the fire- 
fide. Poor Raymond juſt came in and took his 
leave of me; he is ſummoned by high order from 
his wife, but pretends he has had enough of Lon- 
don. I was a little melancholy to part with him; 
he goes to Briſtol, where they are to be with his 
merchant brother, and now thinks of ſtaying till 
May; ſo ſhe muſt be brought to bed in England. 
He was fo eaſy and manageable, that I almoſt re- 
pent I ſuffered him to ſee me ſo ſeldom. But he1s 
gone, and will fave Patrick ſome lies in a week; 
Patrick is grown admirable at it, and will make his 
fortune. How now, ſirrah, muſt I write in a morn- 
ing to your impudence ? Stay till night, and then 
Fl write in black and white, By candle-light Of 
wax ſo bright, It helps the ſight, A bite a bite 


? Dr, Veley. 


Marry 
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Marry come up, Mrs. Boldface.—At night. Dr. 
Raymond came back, and goes to-morrow. I did 
not come home till eleven, and found him here to 
take leave of me. I went to the Court of Requeſts, 
thinking to find Mr. Harley and dine with him, 
and refuſed Henley, and every body, and at laſt 
knew not where to go, and met Jemmy Leigh by 
chance, and he was juſt in the ſame way, ſo I dined 
at his lodging on a beef-ſteak, and drank your 
health, then left him and went to the tavern with 
Ben Tooke and Portlack, the Duke of Ormond's 
Secretary, drinking naſty white-wine till eleven. I 
am ſick, and aſhamed of it, &c. 


21. I met that beaſt Ferris, Lord Berkeley's 
ſteward formerly; I walkt with him a turn in the 
Park, and that ſcoundrel dog is as happy as an em- 
peror, has married a wife with a conſiderable eſtate 
in land and houſes about this town, and lives at his 
eaſe at Hammerſmith. See your confounded ſect.— 
Well; I had the ſame luck to-day with Mr. Har- 
ley; twas a lovely day, and went by water into the 
city, and dined with Stratford at a merchant's houſe, 
and walkt home with as great a dunce as Ferris, I 
mean honeſt Colonel Caufield, and came home by 
eight, and now am in bed, and going to ſleep for a 
wager, and will ſend this letter on Saturday, and 
ſo; but firſt I'll with you a merry Chriſtmas and 
a happy new-year, and pray God we may never 
keep them aſunder again, 


22. Morning. I am going now to Mr. Harley's 
{eyes on purpoſe to vex him; Ill ſay I had no other 
X 4 way 
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way of ſeeing him, &c. Patrick fays, it is a dark 
morning, and that the Duke of Argyle is to be 
knighted to-day, the booby means inſtalled at Wind- 
ſor. But I muſt riſe, for this is a ſhaving-day, and 
Patrick ſays, there is a good fire; I wiſh MD were 
by it, or I by MD's.—At night. I forgot to tell 
you, madam Dingley, that I paid nine ſhillings for 
your glaſs and ſpectacles, of which three were for 
the Biſhop's caſe; I am ſorry I did not buy you ſuch 
another caſe, but if you like it, I will bring one 
over with me, pray tell me: the glaſs to read was 
four ſhillings, the ſpectacles two. And have you 
had your chocolate“ Leigh ſays, he ſent the petti- 
coat by one Mr. Spencer. Pray have you no far- 
ther commiſſions for me? I paid the glaſſman but 
laſt night, and he would have made me a preſent of 
the microſcope worth thirty ſhillings, and would have 
ſent it home along with me; I thought the deuce 
was in the man: he ſaid I could do him more ſer- 
vice than that was worth, &. I refuſed his pre- 

ſent, but promiſed him all ſervice I could do him; 
and ſo now I am obliged i in honour to recommend 
him to every body.—At night. I went to Mr. 
Harley's levee ; he came and aſked me, what had [ 
to do there, and bid me come and dine with him 
on a family dinner; which I did, and it was the 
firſt time I ever ſaw his Lady and daughter ; at five 
my Lord Keeper came in: I told Mr. Harley, he 
had formerly preſented me to Sir Simon Harcourt, 


but now muſt to my Lord Keeper, ſo he laughed, 
Ke. 


23. Morn- 
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23. Morning. This letter goes to-night with- 
ont fail; I hope there is none from you yet at the 
Coffee-houſe ; I'll fend and ſee bye and bye; and 
let you know, and ſo and fo. Patrick goes to ſee 
for a letter : what will you lay, is there one from 
MD or no; No, I fay ; done for fix-pence. Why 
has the Dean never once written to me? I won fix- 
pence ; I won ſix- pence; there's not one letter to 
Preſto. Good morrow, dear firrahs : Stratford and 
dine to-day with Lord Mountjoy. God Almighty 
preſerye and bleſs you; farewell, &c. 


| I have been dining at Lord Mountjoy's ; and am 
come to ſtudy ; our news from Spain this poſt takes 
off ſome of our fears. The Parliament is prorogued 
to-day, or adjourned rather till after the holidays. 
Bank ſtock is 105, ſo I may get 121. for my bargain 
already. Patrick the puppy is abroad, and how 
ſhall I ſend this letter? Good night little dearg 
both, and be happy, and remember your poor Preſto, 
mat wants you ſadly, as hope ſaved. Let me go 
ſtudy, naughty girls, and don't keep me at the bot- 
tom of the paper. O faith, if you knew what lies 
on my hands conſtantly, you would wonder to ſee 
how I could write ſuch long letters; but we'll tall: 
of that ſome other time *. Good night again, and 
God bleſs dear MD with his beſt bleſlings, yes, yes, 
and Dingley and Stella and me too, &c. 


Aſk the Bithop of Clogher about the pun I ſent 
aim of Lord Stawell's brother; twill be a pure bite, 


* Writing the E: aminer. 


This 
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This letter has 199 lines in it, beſide all poſtlcripts, 
J had a curioſity to reckon. : 
| There's a long letter for you. 
It is longer than a ſermon, faith. 
I had another letter from Mrs. Fenton, who ſays 
you were with her; I hope you did not go on pur. 
poſe. I will anſwer her letter ſoon; it is about 
ſome money in Lady Giffard's hands. 
They ſay you have had eight pacquets due to 
you; ſo pray, madams, don't blame Preſto, but 
the wind. 
My humble ſervice to Mrs. Walls and Mrs. Stoite; 
I miſs d the former a good while, 


HS TFN. 


London, Dec. 23, 1710, 


Have ſent my 11th to-night as uſual, and begin 

the dozenth, and I told you I dined with Strat- 
ford at Lord Mountjoy's, and I'll tell you no more 
at preſent, gueſs for why; becauſe I am going to 
mind things, and mighty affairs, not your nally 
frſt-fruits: I let them alone till Mr. Harley gets 
the Queen's letter, but other things of greater mo- 
ment, that you ſhall know one day, when the ducks 
have eaten up all the dirt. So fit ſtill a while juſt 
by me while I am ſtudying, and don't ſay a word, 
I charge you, and when I am going to bed, II 
take you along, and talk with you a little while, 
ſo there, fit there. Come then, let us ſee what we 
haye to fay to theſe ſaucy brats, that will not let us 
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90 lep at paſt eleven. Why, I am a little impa- 
nent to k Ho.) how you do; but that I take it for a 
ſanding maxim, that when you are filent, all is 
pretty well, becauſe that is the way I will deal with 
you ; and if there was any thing you ought to 
know now, I would write by the firſt poſt, al- 
though I had written but the day before. Remem- 
ber this, young women, and God Almighty pre- 
ſerve you both, and make us happy together; and 
tell me how accounts ſtand between us, that you 
may be paid long before it is due, not to want. I 
will return no more money while I ſtay, fo that you 
need not be in pain to be paid; but let me know 
it leaſt a month before you can want. Obſerve 


this, d'ye hear, little dear ſirrahs, and love Preſto as 
Preſto loves MD, &c. 


24. You will have a merrier Chriſtmas Eve than 
we here. I went up to court before church, and in 
one of the rooms, there being but little company, 
a fellow in a red coat without a ſword came up to 
me, and after words of courſe aſkt me how the 1a- 
dies did. I aſkt, what ladies? He ſaid, Mrs. Ding- 
ley and Mrs. Johnſon : very well, ſaid I, when I 
heard from them laſt : and pray when came you 
from thence, Sir? he ſaid, I never was in Ireland; 
and juſt at that word Lord Winchelſea comes up 
to me, and the man went off: as I went out I 
flaw him again, and recollected him, it was Vedeau 
with a pox : I then went and made my apologies 
that my head was full of ſomething I had to ſay to 
Lord Winchelſea, &c. and I aſkt after his wife, and 
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ſo all was well, and he enquired after my lodging, 
becauſe he had ſome favour to deſire of me in Ire. 
land, to recommend ſomebody to ſomebody, I know 
not what it is. When I came from church I went 
up to court again, where Sir Edmond Bacon told 
me the bad news from Spain, which you will hear 
before this reaches you; as we have it now, we are 
undone there, and it was odd to ſee the whole coun. 
tenances of the court changed ſo in two hours, 
Lady Mountjoy carried me home to dinner, where 


I ca 

I ſtaid not long after, and came home early, and "i 
now am got into bed, for you muſt always write to 5 li 
your MD's in bed, that's a maxim, Mr, White ** 
and Mr. Red, write to MD when abed; Mr. Black vel 
and Mr. Brown, write to MD when you're down; = 
Mr. Oak and Mr. Willow, write to MD on your ſel 
pillow. —What's this? faith I ſmell fire; what can 110 
it be; this houſe has a thouſand ſ—ks in it. 1 WI. .: 
think to Jeave it on Thurſday, and lodge over the by 
way. Faith I muſt riſe, and look at my chimney, nig 
for the ſmell grows ſtronger, ſtay—I have been up, Bie 
and in my room, and found all ſafe, only a mouſe 10 
within the fender to warm himſelf, which I could * 
not catch. I ſmelt nothing there, but now in my 4. 
bed- chamber I ſmell it again; I believe I have ſing- Im 
ed the woollen curtains, and that's all, though I ne 
cannot ſmoak it. Preſto's plaguy filly to-night, = 
an't he? Yes, and ſo he be. Aye, but if I ſhould wake "Mi 
and ſee fire, Well; I'll venture; ſo good night, &c. del, 
25. Pray, young women, if I write ſo much 3 fh 
this every day, how will this paper hold a fort- ¶ har 


nights 


JOURNAL to STELLA. 317 


night's work, and anſwer one of yours into the bar- 
gain ? You never think of this, but let me go on 
like a ſimpleton. I with you a merry Chriſtmas, 
and many, many a one with poor Preſto at ſome 
pretty place. I was at church to-day by eight, and 
received the ſacrament, and came home by ten; 
then went to court at two, it was a collar-day, that 
is, when the knights of the garter wear their col- 
lars; but the Queen ſtaid ſo late at ſacrament, that 
I came back, and dined with my neighbour Ford, 
becauſe all people dine at home on this day. This 
i likewiſe a collar-day all over England in every 
houſe, at leaſt where there is brawn : that's' very 
well—TI tell you a good pun; a fellow hard by pre- 
tends to cure agues, and has ſet out a ſign, and 
ſpells it egoes ; a gentleman and J obſerving it, 
ſaid, How does that fellow pretend to cure agues ? 
I faid, I did not know, but I was ſure it was not 
by a ſpell. That's admirable. And fo you aſkt the 
Biſhop about that pun of Lord Stawell's brother. 
Bite. Have I caught you, young women? Muſt 
you pretend to aſk after roguiſh puns, and Latin 
ones too ? Oh but you ſmoakt me, and did not aſk 
the Biſhop. Oh but you are a fool, and you did. 
| met Vedeau again at court to-day, and I obſerved 
he had a ſword on; I fancy he was broke, and 
has got a commiſſion, but I never aſæt him. Ve- 
deau I think his name is, yet Parviſol's man is Ve- 
del, that's true. Bank ſtock will fall like ſtock- 
iſh by this bad news, and two days ago I could 
have got 121, by my bargain ; but I don't intend to 
ſell, 
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ſell, and in time it will riſe. Tis odd, that my 
Lord Peterborow foretold this loſs two months ago, 
one night at Mr. Harley's, when I was there; he 
bid us count upon it, that Stanhope would loſe 
Spain before Chriſtmas, that he would venture 
his head upon it, and gave us reaſons ; and though 
Mr. Harley argued the contrary, he ftill held to 
his opinion. I was telling my Lord Angleſea this 
at court this morning, and a gentleman by ſaid, he 
had heard my Lord Peterborow affirm the ſame 
thing. I have heard wiſe folks ſay, An ill tongue 
may do much. And 'tis an odd faying, Once! 
gueſt right, and I got credit by't; Thrice I gueſt 
wrong, and I kept my credit on. No, tis you are 
forry, not I. 
26. By the lord Harry I ſhall be undone here 
with Chriſtmas-boxes. The rogues at the Coffee- 
houſe have raiſed their tax, every one giving a 
crown, and I gave mine for ſhame, beſides a great 
many half-crowns to great men's porters, &c. | 
went to-day by water into the city, and dined with 
no leſs a man than the city printer. There is an 


_ intimacy between us, built upon reaſons that you Wl n 
ſhall know when I fee you; but the rain caught Wl ?* 
me within twelve-penny length of home. I call'd th 
at Mr. Harley's, who was not within, dropt my fa 
half-crown with his porter, drove to the Coffee- WI * 
houſe, where the rain kept me till nine. I had 
letters to-day from the Archbiſhop of Dublin, and Wl E 
Mr. Bernage ; the latter ſends me a melancholy ac- Th 
count of Lady Shelburn's death, and his own diſ- I 
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zppointments, and would gladly be a Captain ; if I 
can help him I will. 

27. Morning. I beſpoke a lodging over the way 
for to-morrow, and the dog let it yeſterday to an- 
other; I gave him no earneſt, fo it ſeems he could 
do it ; Patrick would have had me give him earn- 
eſt to bind him; but I would not. So I muſt go 
ſaunter to-day for a lodging ſomewhere elſe. Did 
you ever ſee ſo open a winter in England? We have 
not had two froſty days; but it pays it off in rain: 
we have not had three fair days theſe fix weeks. O 
faith, I dreamt mightily of MD laſt night; but fo 
confuſed I can't tell a word. I have made Ford 
acquainted with Lewis, and to-day we dined to- 
gether; in the evening I call'd at one or two neigh- 
bours, hoping to ſpend a Chriſtmas evening ; but 
none were at home, they were all gone to be 
merry with others. I have often obſerved this, that 
in merry times every body is abroad : where the 
duce are they? So I went to the Coffee-houſe, 
and talkt with Mr. Addiſon an hour, who at laſt 
remembered to give me two letters, which I can't 
anſwer to-night, nor to-morrow neither, I can aſſure 
you, young women, count upon that. I have-other 
things to do than to anſwer naughty girls, an old 
ſaying and true. Letters from MDs muſt not be 
anſwered in ten days : 'tis but bad rhyme, &c. 


28. To-day I had a meſſage from Sir Thomas 
Hanmer to dine with him : the famous Dr. Small- 
ridge was of the company, and we fat till fix, and 
I came home to my new lodgings in St. Alban 

Street, 


329. | DR SWIPT's 


Street, where I pay the ſame rent (eight ſhillings a 
week) for an apartment two pair of ſtairs; but 
have the uſe of the parlour to receive perſans of qua. 
lity, and I am got into my new bed, &c. 

29. Sir Andrew Fountain has been very ill this 
week ; and ſent to me early this morning to have 
prayers, which you know is the laſt thing. I found 
the doctors and all in deſpair about him. I read 
prayers to him, found he had ſettled. all things; 
and when I came out, the nurſe aſkt me, whether 
thought it poſſible he could live; for the doctors 
thought not. I ſaid, I believed he would live; for 
I found the ſeeds of life in him, which I obſerve 
ſeldom fail; (and I found them in poor deareſt Stel- 
la, when ſhe was ill many years ago) and to-night 1 
was with him again, and he was mightily recoyer- 
ed, and I hope he will do well, and the doctor ap- 
proved my reaſons; but if he ſhould die, I ſhould 
come off ſcurvily. The Secretary of State (Mr. St. 
John) ſent to me to dine with him; Mr. Harley 
and Lord Peterborow dined there too, and at night 
came Lord Rivers. Lord Peterborow goes to Vien- 
na in a day or two; he has promiſed to make me 
write to him. Mr. Harley went away at fix, but 

we ſtaid till ſeven. I took the Secretary aſide, and 
complained to him of Mr. Harley, that he had got 
the Queen to grant the firſt-fruits, promiſed to bring 
me to her, and get her letter to the Biſhops of Ire- 
land; but the laſt part he had not done in ſix weeks, 
and I was in danger to loſe reputation, &c. He 
took the matter right, defired me to be with him 


on Sunday morning, and promiſes me to finiſh the 
affair 
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Afar in four days; fo T ſhall know in a little time 
what I have to truſt to.— It is nine o'clock, and 1 
muſt go ſtudy; you little rogues ; and ſo good night, 
20: Morning: The weather grows cold, you 
ſauce-boxes. Sir Ahdrew Fountain, they bring me 
word, is better. I'll go riſe, for my hands are 
farving while I write in bed.—Night. Now Sir 
Andrew Fountain is recovering; he defires to be at 
eaſe; for I called in the morning to read prayers, 
but he had given orders not to be diſturbed. I have 
loſt a legacy by his living; for he told me he had 
left me a picture and ſome books, &c. I called to 
ke my quondam neighbour Ford (do you know 
what quondam is? though) and he engaged me to 
dine with him; for he always dines at home on 
opera-days. I came home at fix, writ to the Arch- 
biſhop, then ſtudied till paſt eleven, and ſtole to 
bed, to write to MD theſe few lines to let you 
know I am in good health at the preſent writing 
hereof; and hope in God MD is ſo too. I wonder 
I never write politicks to you: I could make you 
the profoundeſt politician in all the lane.— Well, 
but when ſhall we anſwer this letter; N. 8; of MD's ? 
Not till next year; faith. O Lord—bo—but that 
will be a Monday next. Cod's ſo, is it? and ſo it 
is: never ſaw the like.—I made a pun rother day 
to Ben Portlack about a pair of drawers. Poh, ſaid 
he, that's mine a all over. Pray, pray, Ding- 
ky, let me go ſleep; pray, pray, Stella, let me go 
lumber, and put out my wax candle. 


Vol. XIV. 1 31. Morn- 
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31. Morning. It is now ſeven, and I have got 
a fire, but am writing a-bed in my bed-chamber, 
Tis not ſhaving-day, fo I ſhall be ready early to g 
before church to Mr. St. John, and to-morroy ! 
will anſwer our MD's letter. Would you anſwer 
MD's letter, on New-year's-day you'll do it better: 
For when the year with MD 'gins, it without MD 
never lins. (Theſe proverbs have always old word; 
in them; lins is leaves off.) But if on New-year 
you write nones, MD then will bang your bones.— 
But Patrick ſays I muſt riſe. —Night. I was early 
this morning with Secretary St. John, and gave him 
a memorial to get the Queen's letter for the firſt- 
fruits, who has promiſed to do it in a very few days, 
He told me he had been with the Duke of Marlbo- 
rough, who was lamenting his former wrong ſteps 
in joining with the whigs, and faid he was worn 
out with age, fatigues, and misfortunes, I ſwear 
it pitied me; and I really think they will not do 
well in too much mortifying that man, although 
indeed it is his own fault. He is covetous as hell, 
and ambitious as the prince of it : he would fain 
have been general for life, and has broken all endea- 
vours for peace, to keep his greatneſs and get mo- 
ney. He told the Queen, he was neither covetous 
nor ambitious. She ſaid, if ſhe could have conve- 
mently turned about, ſhe would have laughed, and 
could hardly forbear it in his face. He fell in with 
all the abominable meaſures of the late miniſtry, 
becauſe they gratified him for their own deſigns. 
Yet he has been a ſucceſsful General, and I hope be 

will 
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will continue his command. O Lord, ſmoak the 
politicks to MD. Well; but if you like them, I 
will ſcatter a little now and then, and mine are all 
feln from the chief hands. Well, I dined with 
Mr. Harley, and came away at fix: there was much 
mpany, and I was not merry at all. Mr. Harley 
made me read a paper of verſes of Prior's. I read 
them plain without any fine manner, and Prior 
ore I ſhould never read any of his again; but he 
jould be revenged, and read ſome of mine as bad. 
excuſed myſelf, and faid, I was famous for reading 
erſes the worſt in the world *, and that every body 
atcht them from me when I offered to begin. So 
je laughed. —Sir Andrew Fountain ſtill continues 
il, He is plagued with ſome ſort of bile. 


Jan. 1, Morning. I wiſh my deareſt pretty 
Dingley and Stella a happy new-year, and health, 
nd mirth, and good ſtomachs, and Fr's company. 
Faith, I did not know how to write Fr. I won- 
lered what was the matter; but now I remember I 
ways write pdfr +. Patrick wifhes me a happy 
ew year, and deſires I would rife, for it is a good 
re, and faith tis cold. I was ſo politick laſt night 
vith MD, never ſaw the like. Get the Examiners, 
ind read them; the laſt nine or ten are full of the 
aſons for the late change, and of the abuſes of the 
it Miniſtry ; and the great men aſſure me they are 
Il true. , They are written by their encouragement 
nd direction. I muſt riſe and go ſee Sir Andrew 


.. Although it be ſaid in jeſt, there is ſome truth in this, 
Rad + Preſto, 


X- 2 Fountain ; 


324 DR. SWIFT's 
Fountain; but perhaps to-night I may anſwer Mn, 
letter: ſo good morrow, my miſtreſſes all, good 
morrow. I with you both a merry new-year, roaſt 
beef, minced pies, and good ſtrong beer, and me 2 
ſhare of your good cheer. That I was there, or 
you were here, and you're a little ſaucy dear.— 
Good morrow again, dear firrahs ; one cannot rife 
for your play.—At night. I went this morning to 
viſit Lady Kerry and Lord Shelburn, and they made 
me dine with them. Sir Andrew Fountain is better, 
And now let us come and ſee what this ſaucy dear 
letter of MD ſays. Come out, letter, come out 
from between the ſheets ; here it is underneath, and 
it won't come out. Come out again, I fay: ſo 
there. Here it is. What ſays Preſto to me, pray? 
ſays it. Come, and let me anſwer for you to your 
Ladies. Hold up your head then, like a good let- 
ter. There. Pray, how have you got up with 
Preſto? Madam Stella. You write your cighth 
when you receive mine: now I write my twelfth, 
when I receive your eighth. Don't you allow for 
what are upon the road, ſimpleton? what ſay you to 
that? and ſo you kept Preſto's little birth-day, | 
warrant: would to God I had been at the health 
rather than here, where I have no manner of ple 
ſure, nothing but eternal buſineſs upon my hands, 
I ſhall grow wiſe in time; but no more of that: 
only I ſay Amen with my heart and vitals, that ws 
may never be aſunder again ten days together while 
poor Preſto lives. — _— 
I can't be merry ſo near any ſplenetick talk; 6! 
made that long line, and now all's well again. Ves 


you 


s. Will nobody cut that D— 
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are a pretending ſlut, indeed, with your fourth 
1nd fifth in the margin, and your journal, and every 
ming. Wind—we ſaw no wind here, nothing at 
all extraordinary at any time. We had it once when 
jou had it not. But an old faying and a true; I 
hate all wind, before and behind, from cheeks with 
eyes, or from blind . Your chimney fall 
down ! God preſerve you. I ſuppoſe you only mean 
1 brick or two: but that's a damned lie of your 
chimney being carried to the next houſe with the 
wind. Don't put ſuch things upon us; thoſe mat- 
ters won't paſs here; keep a little to poſſibilities. 
My Lord Hertford would have been aſhamed of 
ſuch a ſtretch. You ſhould take care of what com- 
pany you converſe with : when one gets that faculty, 
tis hard to break one's ſelf of it. Jemmy Leigh 
talks of going over; but quando? I don't know 
when he'll go. O, now you have had my ninth, 
now you are come up with me; marry come up 
with you, indeed. I know all that buſineſs of Lady 
s throat? Five 
hundred pounds do you call poor pay be living three 
months the life of a King? they ſay ſhe died with 
grief, partly, being forced to appear as witneſs in 
Court about ſome ſquabble among their ſervants. — 
The Biſhop of Clogher ſhewed you a pamphlet. 
Well, but you muſt not give your mind to believe 
thoſe. things; ; people will ſay any thing. The cha- 
tacter is here reckoned admirable, but moſt of the 
facts are trifles. It was firſt printed privately here ; 
and then ſome bold cur ventured to do it publickly, 
and fold two thouſand in two days: who the author 
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is muſt remain uncertain, Do you pretend to know, 
impudence? how durſt you think fo? pox on your 
Parliaments : the Archbiſhop has told me of it; but 
we do not vouchſafe to know any thing of it here, 
No, no, no more giddineſs yet; thank you, Stella, 
for aſking after it; thank you; God Almighty ble 
you for your kindneſs to poor Preſto, You write 
to Lady Giffard and your mother upon what I adviſe, 
when it is too late. But yet I fancy this bad news 
will bring down ſtocks ſo low, that one might buy 
to great advantage. I deſign to venture going to ſe 
your mother ſome day when Lady Giffard is abroad, 
Well, keep your Rathburn and ſtuff. I thought 
he was to pay in your money upon his houſes to be 
flung down about the what d'ye call it.— Well, 
Madam Dingley, I ſent your incloſed to Briſtol, but 
have not heard from Raymond fince he went, Come, 
come, young women, I keep a good fire; it coſts me 
twelye- pence a week, and 1 fear ſomething more; 
vex me, and I'Il have one in my R-chamber too. 
No, did not I tell you but juſt now, we have no high 
winds here. Haye you forgot already ?—Now you're 
at it again, filly Stella; why does your mother ſay, 


my candles are ſcandalous ? they are good ſixes in the * 
pound, and ſhe ſaid I was extravagant enough w 1... 
burn them by day-light. I never burn fewer at 2 you 
time than one, What would people have? the P- can 
burſt Hawkſhaw, He told me he had not the bo had 
and the next day Sterne told me he had ſent it a fort- ¶ bec 
night ago; Patrick could not find him tother day, you 
but he ſhall to-morrow : dear life and heart, do you the 


| teaſe me? does Stella teaſe Preſto? that palſy-watef 
yi 
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yas in the box: 1t was too big for a pacquet, and I 
was afraid of its breaking, Leigh was not in town 
ken, or I would not have truſted it to Sterne, whom 

[ have befriended enough to do me more kind- 
refs than that. I'll never reſt till you have it, or 
fill it is in a way for you to have it, Poor dear 
rogue, naughty to think it teaſes me; how could I 
ever forgive myſelf for neglecting any thing that re- 
ated to your health ? ſure I were a devil if I did? 


dee how far I am forced to ſtand from Stella, becauſe 
lam afraid ſhe thinks poor Preſto has not been care- 
ful about her little things ; I am ſure I bought them 
immediately according to order, and packt them up 
with my own hands, and ſent them to Sterne, and 
was fix times with him about ſending them away. . 
[am glad you are pleaſed with your glaſſes. I have 
got another velvet cap, a new one Lord Herbert 
bought and preſented me one morning I was at 
breakfaſt with him, where he was as merry and eaſy 
as ever I ſaw him, yet had received a challenge half 
an hour before, and half an hour after fought a 
duel. It was about ten days ago. You are miſtaken 
in your gueſſes about Tatlers: I did neither write 
that on Noſes, nor Religion, nor do I ſend him of 
late any hints at all.—Indeed, Stella, when I read 
your letter, I was not uneaſy at all; but when I 
came to anſwer the particulars, and found that you 
had not received your box, it grated me to the heart, 
becauſe I thought through your little words, that 
you imagined I had not taken the care I ought. But 
there has been ſome blunder in this matter, which I 
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will know to-morrow, and write to Sterne, for fear 
he ſhould not be within.—And pray, pray Preſto, 
Pray now do. No, Raymond was not above fo 
times with me while he ſtaid, and then only while 
J was dreſſing. Mrs. Fenton * has written me 
another letter. about ſome money of hers in Lady 
Giffard's hands, that is intruſted to me by my 
mother, not to come to her huſband. I ſend my 
letters conſtantly every fortnight, and if you will 
have them oftener you may, but then they will be 
the ſhorter. Pray, let Parviſol ſell the horſe. ] 
think I ſpoke to you of it in a former letter: I am 
glad you are rid of him, and was in pain while [ 
thought you rode him; but if he would buy you 
another, or any body elſe, and that you could be 
often able to ride, why don't you do it ? 


2. I went this morning early to the Secretary of 
State, Mr. St. John, and he told me from Mr. 
Harley, that the warrant was now drawn, in order 
for a patent for the Firſt-Fruits : it muſt paſs through 
ſeveral offices, and take up ſome time, becauſe in 
things the Queen gives, they are always conſiderate; 
but that he aſſures me tis granted and done, and paſt 
all diſpute, and deſires I will not be in any pain at 
all. I will write again to the Archbiſhop to- mor- 
row, and tell him this, and I deſire you will fay it 
on occaſion. From the Secretary I went to Mr. 
Sterne, who (aid he would write to you to-night, 
and that the box muſt be at Cheſter, and that ſome 
friend of his goes very ſoon, and will carry it over. | 


* Mrs. Fenton was aer to Dr. Swift. 


diged 
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fined with Mr. Secretary St. John, and at fix went 
to Darteneuf's houſe to drink punch with him, and 
Mr. Addiſon, and little Harrifon, a young poet 
whoſe fortune I am making. Steele was to have 
deen there, but came not, nor never did twice, ſince 
| knew him, to any appointment. I ſtaid till paſt 
eleven, and am now in bed. Steele's laſt Tatler 
came out to-day. You will ſee it before this comes 
to you, and how he takes leave of the world. He 
never told ſo much as Mr, Addiſon of it, who was 
ſurprifed as much as I; but, to ſay the truth, it 
was time, for he grew cruel dull and dry. 'To my 
knowledge he had ſeveral good hints to go upon; 
but he was ſo lazy and weary of the work, that he 
would not improve them. I think I'll ſend this 
after & to-morrow : ſhall I before tis full, Dingley ? 


3. Lord Peterborow yeſterday called me into a 
barber's ſhop, and there we talkt deep politicks : he 
defired me to dine with him to day at the Globe in 
the Strand; he ſaid he would ſhew me ſo clearly 
how to get Spain, that I could not poſſibly doubt 
it. I went to-day accordingly, and ſaw him among 
half a dozen lawyers and attornies and hang-dogs, 
ſigning deeds and ſtuff before his journey; for 
he goes to-morrow to Vienna. I fat among that 
ſeurvy company till after four, but heard nothing of 
dpain; only I find, by what he told me before, 
that he fears he ſhall do no good in his preſent 
journey. We are to be mighty conſtant correſpon- 
dents, So I took my leave of him, and called at 


| * After is interlined, 
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| 
Sir Andrew Fountain's, who mends much. I came 
home, an't pleaſe you, at fix, and have been ſtudying 
till now paſt eleven. 

4. Morning. Morrow, little dears. O, faith, 
have been dreaming; I was to be put in priſon, 1 
don't know why, and I was fo afraid of a black 
dungeon; and then all I had been enquiring yeſter- 
day of Sir Andrew Fountain's ſickneſs I thought 
was of poor Stella. The worſt of dreams is, that 
one wakes juſt in the humour they leave one. Shall 
I fend this to-day ? with all my heart: it is two 
days within the fortnight; but may be MD are in 
haſte to have a round dozen, and then how are you 
come up to me with your eighth, young women? 
but you indeed ought to write twice flower than J, 
becauſe there are two of you; I own that. Well 
then, III ſeal up this letter by my morning candle, 
and carry it into the city with me, where I go to 
dine, and put it in the poſt-office with my own fair 
hands. So, let me ſee whether I have any news to 
tell MD. They ſay, they will very foon make 
ſome enquiries into the corruptions of the late Mi- 
niſtry ; and they muſt do it, to juſtify their turning 
them out. Atterbury we think is to be Dean of 
Chriſt-Church in Oxford; but the College would 
rather have Smallridge.— What's all this to you! 
what care you for Atterburys and Smallridges ? No, 
you care for nothing but Preſto, faith. So III riſe, 
and bid you farewell; yet I'm loth to do ſo, becauſe 
there is a great bit of paper yet to talk upon; but 
Dingley will have it ſo: yes, ſays ſhe, make you! 
journals ſhorter, and ſend them oftener ; and ſo ; 
| wall, 
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anl. And I have cheated you another way too; for 
this is clipt paper, and holds at leaſt fix lines leſs 
than the former ones, III tell you a good thing I 
ſaid to my Lord Carteret, 80, fays he, my Lord 
came up to me, and aſkt me, &c. No, ſaid I, 
my Lord — never did, nor ever can come up to you, 
We all pun here ſometimes. Lord Carteret ke down 
Prior t'other day in his chariot, and Prior thanked 
him for his charity ; that was fit for Dilly *. I don't 
remember I heard one good one from the Miniſtry, 
which is really a ſhame, Henley is gone to the 
country for Chriſtmas. The puppy comes here 
without his wife, and keeps no houſe, and would 
have me dine with him at eating-houſes; but I have 
only done it once, and will do it no more. He 
had not ſeen me for ſome time in the coffee-houſe, 
and aſking after me, deſired Lord Herbert to tell 
me, I was a beaſt for ever after the order of Mel- 
chiſedec. Did you ever read the Scripture ? It is 
only changing the word Prieſt to Beaſt.— think 
Jam bewitched to write ſo much in a morn- 
ing to you, little MD. Let me go, will you? and 
I'll come again to-night in a fine clean ſheet of paper; 
but I can nor will ſtay no longer now; no, I won't, 
for all your wheedling : no, no, look off, don't 
ſmile at me, and fay, Pray, pray, Preſto, write a 
little more. Ah! you're a wheedling ſlut, you be 


fo. Nay, but prithee turn about, and let me go, 


do; 'tis a good girl, and do. O faith, my morning 

candle is juſt out, and I muſt go now in ſpite of 
. Pillen Aſhe, 

my 
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my teeth ; for my bed-chamber is dark with cur. 
tains, and I'm at the wrong fide. So farewell, 
Sc. Sc. 

I am in the dark almoſt: I muſt have another 
candle, when I am up, to ſeal this; but I'll fold it 
up in the dark, and make what you can of this, for 
J can only ſee this paper I am writing upon. Ser- 
vice to Mrs. Walls and Mrs. Stoite. 


. God Almighty bleſs you, &c. What I am do- 
ing I can't ſee; but III fold it up, and not look 


on it again. 


rin f. 


London, Jan. 4, 1710-1. 


WAS going into the city (where I dined) and put 
my 12th, with my own fair hands into the poſt. 
office 28 I came back, which was not till nine this 
night. I dined with people that you never heard 
of, nor 1s it worth your while to know ; an author- 
eſs and a printer. I walked home for exerciſe, and 
at eleven got to bed, and all the while I was un- 
drefling myſelf, there was I ſpeaking monkey things 
in air, juſt as if MD had been by, and did not re- 
collect myſelf till I got into bed. I writ laſt night 
to the Archbiſhop, and told him the warrant was 
drawn for the firſt-fruits, and I told him Lord 
Peterborow was ſet out for his journey to Vienna; 
but it ſeems the Lords have addreſſed to have him 
ſtay to be examined about Spaniſh affairs, upon . 
defeat 
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defeat there, and to know where the fault lay, &c. 
So I writ to the Archbiſhop a lie; but I think it was 
not a fin. I 

5. Mr. Secretary St. John ſent for me this morn- 
ing ſo early, that I was forced to go without ſhaving, 
which put me quite out of method : I called at Mr. 
Ford's, and deſired him to lend me a ſhaving, and 
ſo made a ſhift to get into order again. Lord! here's 
an impertinence : Sir Andrew Fountain's mother 
and ſiſter are come above a hundred miles from 
Worceſter to ſee him before he died. They got 
here but yeſterday, and he muſt have been paſt 
hopes, or paſt fears, before. they could reach him. 
I fell a ſcolding when I heard they were coming; 
and the people about him wondered at me, and faid 
what a mighty content it would be on both ſides to 
die when they were with him. I knew the mo- 
ther ; ſhe is the greateſt Overdo upon earth, and 
the fiſter, they ſay, is worſe ; the poor man will 
relapſe again among them. Here was the ſcoundrel 
brother always crying in the outer room till Sir An- 
drew was in danger, and the dog was to have all his 
eſte if he died; and 'tis an ignorant, worthleſs, 
ſcoundrel rake: and the nurſes were comforting 
him, and defiring he would not take on ſo. I 
dined to-day the firſt time with Ophy Butler and 
his wife; and you ſupped with the Dean, and loſt 
two and twenty pence at cards. And ſo Mrs. Walls 
is brought to-bed of a girl, who died two days af- 
ter it was chriſtened; and betwixt you ana me, 
ſhe is not very ſorry : ſhe loves her eaſe and diver- 


ons 


be 1 


* 
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ſions too well to be troubled with children, T1 
go to bed. 

6. Morning. I went laſt night to put ſome coal; 
on my fire after Patrick was gone to-bed ; and there 
I faw in a cloſet a poor linnet he has bought to 
bring over to Dingley : it coſt bim ſix-pence, and 
is as tame as a dormouſe. I believe he does not 
know he is a bird: where you put him, there he 
ſtands, and ſeems to have neither hope nor fear; J 
ſuppoſe in a week he will die of the ſpleen. Pa- 
trick adviſed with me before he bought him. 1 
laid fairly before him the greatneſs of the ſum, and 
the raſhneſs of the attempt ; ſhewed how impoſlible 
it was to carry him ſafe over the falt ſea: but he 
would not take my counſel, and he'll repent it. 
Tis very cold this morning in bed, and I hear there 
is a good fire in the room without, what do you call 
it, the dining-room. I hope it will be good wea- 
ther, and ſo let me riſe, ſirrahs, do ſo.—At night, 
[ was this morning to viſit the Dean, or Mr. Pro- 
locutor, I think you call him, don't you ? Why 
| ſhould not I go to the Dean's as well as you? A 
little black man of pretty near fifty? Aye, the ſame. 
A good pleaſant man? Aye, the fame. Cunning 
enough ? Yes. One that underſtands his own in- 
tereſts ? As well as any body. How comes it MD 
and I don't meet there ſometimes ? A very good 
face, and abundance of wit; do you know his la- 
dy? O Lord!* whom do you mean? I mean Dr. 


Dr. Sterne, Dean of St. Patrick's, was not a married man, which 
ſcems to have been the cauſe of this ſurpriſe in MD. 


1 | Atter- 
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Atterbury, Dean of Carliſle and Prolocutor. Pſhaw, 
Preſto, you are a fool; I thought you had meant 

aur Dean of St. Patcick's.—Silly, filly, filly, you 
xe filly, both are filly, every kind of thing is filly. 
A; I walked into the city, I was ſtopt with cluſters 
of boys and wenches buzzing about the cake-ſhops 
like flies. There had the fools let out their ſhops 
two yards forward into the ſtreets, all ſpread with 
great cakes frothed with ſugar, and ſtuck with 
freamers of tinſel. And then I went to Bateman's 
the bookſeller, and laid out eight and forty ſhillings | 
for books. I bought three little volumes of Luci- 
n in French for our Stella, and fo and ſo. Then 
vent to Garraway's to meet Stratford, and dine 
with him ; but it was an idle day with the mer- 
chants, and he was gone to our end of the town: 
þ I dined with Thomas Frankland at the poſt-of- 
fice, and we drank your Manley's health. It was 
in a news-paper that he was turn'd out; but Se- 
cretary St. John told me it was falſe, only that 
dews-writer is a plaguy tory. I have not ſeen one 
bit of Chriſtmas merriment. 


7. Morning. Your new Lord Chancellor ſets 
out to-morrow for Ireland: I never ſaw him. He 
erries over one Trap a parſon as his chaplain, a ſort 
f pretender to wit, a ſecond-rate pamphleteer for 
the cauſe, whom they pay by ſending him to Ire- 
land, I never ſaw Trap neither. I met Tighe 
and your Smyth of Lovet's yeſterday by the Ex- 
ange. Tighe and I took no notice of each other; 

but I ſtopt Smyth, and told him of the box that 
b lies 


336 DR. SWIFT's 
lies for you at Cheſter, becauſe he ſays he goez 
very ſoon to Ireland, I think this week: ang | 
will ſend this morning to Sterne, to take meaſufes 
with Smyth ; ſo good morrow, firrahs, and let me 
riſe, pray: I took up this paper when I came in 
at evening, I mein this minute, and then faid 1, 
No, no, indeed, MD, you muſt ſtay, and then 
was laying it aſide, but could not for my heart, 
though I am very buſy, till I juſt aſk you how you 
do fince morning; bye and bye we ſhall talk more, 
fo let me leave you ſoftly down; little paper, til 
then; ſo there—now to buſineſs ; thete, I ſay, get 
you gone ; no, I won't puſh you neither, but hand 
you on one fide—So0— Now I am got into bed, Tl 
talk with you. Mr. Sectetaty St. John fent for 
me this morning in all haſte ; but I would not loſe 
my ſhaving, for fear of miſſing church. I went to 
court, which is of late always very full, and young 
Manley and I dined at Sir Matthew Dudley's.— 
I muſt talk politicks. I proteſt I am afraid we 
ſhall all be embroiled with parties. The whigs 
now they are fallen, are the moſt malicious toads 
in the world. We have had now a ſecond mis- 
fortune, the loſs of ſeveral Virginia ſhips. I feat 
people will begin to think that nothing thrives 
under this miniſtry : and if the miniſtry can once 
be rendered odious to the people, the parliament 
may be choſen whig or tory as the Queen pleaſes, 
Then I think our friends preſs a little too hard 


on the Duke of Marlborough. The country mem- 
bers 
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bers * are violent to have paſt fuuits enquired into, 
and they have reaſon; but I do nut obſerve the mi- 
niſtry to be very fond of it. In my opinion we 
have nothing to ſave us brit a peace, and I am ſure 
we cannot have ſuch a one as we hoped, and then 
the whigs will bawl what they would have done 
had they continued in power. I tell the miniſtry 
this as much as I dare, and ſhall venture to ſay a 
little more to them, eſpecially about the Duke of 
Marlborough, who, as the Whigs give out, will 
hy down his command; and I queſtion whether 
ever any wile ſtate laid aſide a general who had been 
ſucceſsful nine years together, whom the enemy fo 
much dread, and his own ſoldiers cannot but be- 
lieve muſt always conquer; and you know that - 
in war opinion is nine parts in ten. The mint- 
ſiry hear me always with appearance of regard, 
and much kindneſs; but I doubt they let perſonal 
quarrels mingle too much with their proceedings, 
Mean time, they ſeem to value all this as nothing, 
and are as caſy and merry as if they had nothing 
in their hearts or upon their ſhoulders, like phyſi- 
clans, who endeavour to cure, but feel no grief, 
whatever the patient ſuffers. — Pſhaw, what's all 
this? Do you know one thing, that I find I can 
write politicks to you much caſier than to any body 
alive. But I ſwear my head is full, and I wiſh I 
were at Laracor with my dear charming MD, &c. 


8, Morning. Methinks, young women, I hi e 
made a great progreſs in four days, at the bottem 


* Theſe were afterwards called the October b. 
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of this ſide already, and no letter yet come from it 
MD. (that word interlined is morning.) I nd th 
J have been writing ſtate affairs to MD. How do 
they reliſh it? Why, any thing that comes from cit 
Preſto is welcome ; though really, to confeſs the at 
truth, if they had their choice, not to diſguiſe the an 
matter, they had rather, &c. Now, Prefto, I muſt da 
tell you, you grow filly, ſays Stella. That's but do 
one body's opinion, madam. I promiled to be an 
with Mr. Secretary St. John this morning ; but bu 
am lazy and won't go, becauſe I had a letter from let 
him yeſterday to defire I would dine there to-day, an 
T ſhall be chid ; but what care I ?—Here has been yo 
Mrs. South with me, juſt come from Sir And:cw WM Pa 
Fountain, and going to market. He is ſtill in a fa 
fever, and may live or die. His mother and ſiſter Ve 
are now come up and in the houſe, fo there's a lur- m 
ry. I gave Mrs. South half a piſtole for a Neu- 

year's gift. So good morrow, dears both, till anon, Jo 
At night. Lord, I have been with Mr. Secre- WI 
tary from dinner till eight; and though I crak ni 
wine and water, I am fo hot! Lady Stanley came to m 
viſit Mrs. St. John, and ſent up for me, to make I. 
up a quarrel with Mrs. St. John, whom I never bc 
yet ſaw ; and do you think that devil of a Secretary to 
would not let me go, but kept me by main force, W 
though I told him I was in love with his lady, and i a 
it was a ſhame to keep back a lover, &c. But all ab 
would not do; ſo at laſt I was forced to break away, hi 
but never went up, it was then too late; and ber th 


I am, and have a great deal to do to-night, though 
| i 
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it be nine o'clock ; but one muſt ſay ſomething to 
' theſe naughty MD's, elſe there will be no quiet. | 
9. To- day Ford and I ſet apart to go into the 
city to buy books ; but we only had a ſcurvy dinner 
at an alehouſe, and he made me go to the tavern, 
and drink Florence, four and ſix-pence a flaſk ; 
damned wine! ſo I ſpent my money, which I ſel- 
dom do, and paſt an infipid day, and faw nobody, 
and tis now ten o'clock, and I have nothing to ſay, 
but that 'tis a fortnight to-morrow fince I had a 
letter from MD, but if I have it time enough to 
anſwer here, 'tis well enough, otherwiſe woe betide 
you, faith; I'll go to the toyman's, here juſt in 
Pall-mall, and he ſells great hugeous battoons ; 1 es, 
faith, and ſo he does. Does not he, Dingley ? 
Yes, faith. Don't loſe your money this Chriſt- 
mas. 

10. I muſt go this morning to Mr. Secretary St. 
John, I promiſed yeſterday, but failed, fo can't 
write any more till night to poor dear MD.—At 
night. O faith, Dingley, I had company in the 
morning, and could not go where I defigned ; and 
I had a baſket from Raymond at Briſtol, with fix 
bottles of wine, and a pound of chocolate, and ſome 
tobacco to ſnuff; and he writ under, the carriage 
was paid ; but he lied, or I am cheated, or there is 
a miſtake; and he has written to me fo confuſedly 
about things, that Lucifer could not underſtand - 
him. This wine is to be drank with Harlcy's bro- 
ther and Sir Robert Raymond, Solicitor-general, 


in order to recommend the doctor to your new Lord 
Z 2 Chan- 
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Chancellor, who left this place on Monday, ang 
Raymond fays he is haſting to Cheſter to go with 
him.—I ſuppoſe he leaves his wife behind; for 
when he left London he had no thoughts of ſtirring 
till Summer. So I ſuppoſe he will be with you he. 
fore this. Ford came and deſired I would dine 
with him, becauſe it was opera-day, which TI did, 
and ſent excuſes to Lord Shelburn who had invited 
me. 


11. I am ſetting up a new Tatler, little Harri- 
ſon, whom I have mentioned to you. Others have 
put him on it, and I encourage him; and he waz 
with me this morning and evening, ſhewing me his 
firſt, which comes out on Saturday. I doubt he 
will not ſucceed, for I do not much approve his 
manner; but the ſcheme is Mr. Secretary St. John's 
and mine, and would have done well enough in 
good hands. I recommended him to a printer, 
whom I ſent for, and ſettled the matter between 
them this evening. Harriſon has juſt left me, and 
I am tired with correcting his traſh. 


12. I was this morning upon ſome buſineſs with 
Mr. Secretary St. John, and he made me promiſe to 
dine with him, which otherwiſe I would have done 
with Mr. Harley, whom I have not been with theſe 
ten days. I cannot but think they have mighty 
difficulties upon them; yet I always find them as 
ealy and diſengaged as ſchool-boys on a holiday. 
Harley has the procuring of five or fix millions on 
his ſhoulders, and the whigs will not lend a groat; 
which | is the only reaſon of the fall of ſtocks: for 

they 
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they are like quakers and fanaticks, that will only 
deal among themſelves, while all others deal indif- 
ferently with them. Lady Marlborough offers, if 
they will let her keep her employments, never to 
come into the Queen's preſence. "The whigs ſay 
the Duke of Marlborough will ſerve no more; but 
] hope and think otherwiſe. I would to Heaven I 
were this minute with MD at Dublin; for I am 
weary of politicks, that give me ſuch melancholy 
proſpects. 

13. O faith, I had an ugly giddy fit laſt night 
in my chamber, and I have got a new box of pills 
to take, and hope I ſhall have no more this good 
while, I would not tell you before, becauſe it 
would vex you, little rogues ; but now it is over. 
| dined to-day with Lord | Shelburn, and to-day little 
Harriſon's new Tatler came out: there is not much 
in it, but I hope he will mend. You mutt under- 
ſtand that upon Steele's leaving off, there were two 
or three ſcrub Tatlers came cut, and one of them 
bolds on (till, and to-day it advertiſed againſt Har- 
riſon's ; and ſo there muſt be diſputes which are ge- 
nuine, like the itraps for razors. I am afraid the 
little toad has not the true vein for it. I'll tell you 
a copy of verſes. When Mr. St. John was turned 
out from being Secretary at war, three years ago, 
he retired to the country : there he was talking of 
ſomething he would have written aver his ſummer- 
houſe, and a gentleman gave him theſe verſes : 


= dC <2 www oc. r 
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From buſineſs and the noify world retir d, 
Nor vex d by love, nor by ambition fir. 7 
ft Gently I wait the call of Charon's boat, 
| Still drinking lite a Hb, and — like a float. 


He ſwore to me he dl hardly bear the jeſt ; for 
he pretended to retire like a philoſopher, though he 
was but twenty-eight years old: and I believe the 
thing was true; for he had been a thorough rake, 
I think the three grave lines do introduce the laſ 
well enough. Od ſo, but y Il g9 ſleep I ſleep 
early now. 


14. O faith, young women, I want a letter from 
MD; tis now nineteen days ſince I had the laſt: 
and where haye I room to anſwer it, pray? I hope 
I ſhall ſend this away without any anſwer at all; 
for I'll haſten it, and away it goes on Tueſday, by 
which time this fide will be full. III ſend it two 
days ſooner on purpoſe out of ſpite, and the very 
next day after, you muſt know, your letter will 
come, and then tis too late, and I Il fo laugh, ne· 
ver ſaw the like! Tis ſpring with us already. T ate 
aſparagus t 'other day. Did you ever ſee ſuch a froſt- 
leſs winter ? Sir Andrew Fountain lies {till extreme- 
lyill; it coſts him ten guineas a day to doctors, 
ſurgeons, and apothecaries, and has done fo. theſe 


three weeks. I dined to-day with Mr. Ford; he 
| ſometimes chooſes to dine at home, and J am content 


to dine with him; and at ni ght I called at the Cof- 
fee· houſe, where 1 had not Fen a week, and talk'd 


coldly 
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coldly a while with Mr. Addiſon ; all our friend- 
ſhip and dearneſs are off: we are civil acquaintance, 
talk words of courſe, of when we ſhall meet, and 
that's all. I have not been at any houſe with him 
theſe fix weeks : t'other day we were to have dined 
together at the Comptroller's; but I ſent my ex- 
cules, being engaged to the Secretary of State. Is 
not it odd? But I think he has uſed me ill, and I 
have uied him too well, at leaſt his friend Steele. 


15. It has coſt me three guineas to-day for a peri- 


wig. I am undone! It was made by a Leiceſter 
lad, who married Mr. Worrall's daughter, where 


my mother lodged ; ſo I thought it would be cheap, 
and eſpecially ſince he lives in the city. Well, Lon- 
don Iick-penny : I find it true. I have given Har- 
niſon hints for another Tatler to-morrow. The 
jackanapes wants a right taſte ; I doubt he won't do. 
| dined with my friend Lewis of the Secretary's of- 
ice, and am got home early, becauſe I have much 
buſineſs to do; but before I begin I muſt needs ſay 
ſomething to MD, faith—No, faith, I lie, it is 
but nineteen days to-day ſince my laſt from MD. I 
have got Mr. Harley to promiſe, that whatever 
changes are made in the council, the Biſhop of 


Clogher ſhall not be removed, and he has got a 
memorial accordingly. I will let the Biſhop know 


lo much in a poſt or two. This is a ſecret ; but I 
know he has enemies, and they ſhall not be grati- 
fied, if they deſigned any ſuch thing, which per- 
baps they might ; for ſome changes there will be 

84 made. 
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made. So drink up your claret, and be quiet, and 
don't loſe your money. 


16. Morning. Faith I'Il ſend this letter to-day 
to ſhame you, if I han't one from MD before night, 
that's certain. Won't you grumble for want of the 
third fide, pray now? Yes, I warrant you; yes, yes, 
you ſhall have the third, you ſhall fo, when you 
can catch it, ſome other time when you be writ- 
ing girls—O faith, I think 1 won't ſtay till night, 
bur ſeal up this juſt now, and carry it in my pocket, 
and whip 1 it into the poſt-office as I come home at 
evening. I am going out early this morning.— 


Patrick's bills for coals and candles, &c. come Cite 
times to three ſhillings a week ; I keep very good 


fires, though the weather be warm. Treland will 
never be happy till you get ſmall-coal likewiſe ; no- 
thing fo eaſy, fo convenient, ſo cheap, ſo pretty for 
lighting a fire. My ſervice to Mrs. Stoite and Walls, 
has ſhe a boy or a girl? A girl, hmm; and died 
in a week, hmmm, and was poor Stella forced to 
ſtand for godmother ?—Let me know how accounts 
ſtand, that you may have your money. betimes. 
There's four months for my lodging, that muſt be 
thought on too: and ſo go dine with Manley, and 
loſe your money, do extravagant ſluttikin, but don't 
fret.— It will be juſt three weeks when I have the 
next letter, that's to-morrow. Farewel, deareſt be⸗ 
loved MD, and love poor, poor Preſto, who has 
not had one happy day fince he left you, as hope 
aved.—It is the laſt fally 1 will ever make, but ! 
5 it will turn to ſome account. I have done 
more 
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more for theſe, and I think they are more honeſt 
than the laſt ; however, I will not be diſappointed. 
| would make MD and me eaſy ; and I never de- 
fired more, —Farewel, &c. &c. 


LETTER XIV. 


— 


London, Jan. 16, 1710-11. 


Faith, young women, I have ſent my letter 
N. 13, without one crumb of an anſwer to 
any of MD's, there's for you now ; and yet Preſto 
ben't angry faith, not a bit, only he will begin to 
be in pain next Iriſh poſt, except he ſees MD's lit- 
tle hand writing in the glaſs-frame at the bar of St. 
James's Coffee-houſe, where Preſto would never go 
but for that purpoſe. Preſto's at home, God help 
him, every night from fix till bed-time, and has as 
little enjoyment or pleaſure in life at preſent as any 
body in the world, although 1n full favour with all 
the miniſtry. As hope ſaved, nothing gives Preſto 
any ſort of dream of happineſs but a letter now and 
then from his own deareſt MD. I love the expec- 
tation of it, and when it does not come, I comfort 
myſelf, that I have it yet to be happy with. Yes 
faith, and when I write to MD, I am happy too; 
It is juſt as if methinks you were here and I prating 
to you, and telling you where I have been: Well, 
ſays you, Preſto, come, where have you been to- 
day? come, let's hear now. And ſo then I anſwer; 
Ford and ] were yiſiting Mr. Lewis, and Mr. Prior, 
| ; and 
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and Prior bas given me a fine Plautus, and then 
Ford would: have had me dine at his lodgings, and 
ſo I would not; and ſo I dined with him at an eat- 
ing-houſe; which I have not done five times fince I 
came here; and ſo I came home, after viſiting Sir 
Andrew Fountain's mother and ſiſter, and Sir An. 
drew Fountain is mending, though ſlowly. 


17. I was making, this morning, ſome general 
viſits, and at twelve I called at the Coffee-houtc for 
a letter from MD; fo the man ſaid, he had given 
it to Patrick; then I went to the Court of Requeſts 
and Treafury, to find Mr, Harley, and after ſome 
time ſpent in mutual reproaches, I promiſed to dine 
with him; I ſtaid there till ſeven, then called at 
Sterne's and Leigh's to talk about your box, and to 
have it ſent by Smyth ; Sterne ſays, he has been mak- 
ing enquiries, and will ſet things right as ſoon as 
poſſible. I ſuppoſe it lies at Cheſter, at leaſt I hope 
fo, and only wants a lift over to you. Here has 
little Harriſon been to complain, that the printer ! 
recommended to him for his Tatler, is a coxcomb; 
and yet to ſee how things will happen; for this very 
printer is my couſin, his name is Dryden Leach ; 
did you never hear of Dryden Leach, he that prints 
the Poſtman ? He acted Oroonoko, he's in love with 
Mifs Croſſe.— Well, fo I came home to read my 
letter from Stella, but the dog Patrick was abroad; 
at laſt he came, and I got my letter; I found ano- 
ther hand had ſuperſcribed it; when I opened it [ 
found it written all in French, and ſubſcribed Ber- 
nage; faith I was ready to fling it at Patrick's head. 
Bernage 
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Bernage tells me, he had been to defire your re- 
commendation to me to make him a captain, and 
your cautious anſwer, ** That he had as much power 
« with me as you,” was a notable one; if you were 
here I would preſent you to the Miniſtry as a perſon 
of ability. Bernage ſhould let me know where to 
write to him; this is the ſecond letter I have had 
without any direction; however, I beg I may not 
have a third, but that you will aſk him, and fend 
me how I ſhall dire& to him. In the mean time, 
tell him, that if regiments are to be raiſed here, as 
he ſays, I will ſpeak to George Granville, Secretary 
at war, to make him a Captain; and uſe what other 
intereſt ] conveniently can. I think that is enough, 
and- ſo tell him, and don't trouble me with his 
letiers, when I expect them from MD ; do you hear, 
young women, write to Preſto. 
18. I was this morning with Mr. Secretary St. 
John, and we were to dine at Mr. Harley's alone, 
about ſome buſineſs of importance; but there were 
two or three Gentlemen there. Mr. Secretary and 
I went together from his office to Mr. Harley's, and 
thought to have been very wiſe; but the deuce a 
bit, the company ſtaid, and more came, and Harley 
went away at ſeven, and the Secretary and I ſtaid 
with the reſt of the company till eleven; I-would 
_ have had him come away, but he was in for't; 
and though he ſwore he would come away at that 
flaſk, there I left him, I wonder at the civility of 
theſe people ; ; when he ſaw I would drink no more, 
he would always paſs the bottle by me, and yet I 
could not Keep the toad from drinking himſelf, nor 
3 Yo 


348 DR. SWIF T's 


he would not let me go neither, nor Maſham, who 
was with us. When I got home, I found a parcel 
directed to me, and opening it, I found a pamphlet 
written entirely againſt myſelf, not by name, but 
againſt ſomething I writ : it is pretty civil, and af. 
fects to be ſo, and I think I will take no notice of it; 

'tis againſt ſomething written very lately; and in- 
deed I know not what to ſay, nor do I care; and 
ſo you are a ſawcy rogue for loſing your money to 
day at Stoite's; to let that bungler beat you, fye 
Stella, an't you aſhamed ? well, I forgive you this 
once, never do ſo again; no, noooo. Kiſs and be 
friends, ſirrah.— Come, let me go ſleep, I go earlier 
to bed than formerly; and have not been out ſo late 
theſe two months ; but the Secretary was in a drink- 
ing humour. So good night myownlittledearſawcy 
inſolentrogues, 


19. Then you read that long TT in the laſt line, 
no * faith han't you. Well, when will this letter 
come from our MD ? to-morrow or next day with- 
out fail; yes faith, and ſo it is coming. This was 
an infipid ſnowy day, no walking day, and I dined 
gravely with Mrs. Vanhomrigh, and came home, 
and am now got to bed a little after ten; I remem- 
ber old Culpepper's maxim. Would you have a 
ſettled head, you muſt early go to bed: I tell you 
and I tell't again, you muſt be in bed at ten. 

20. And ſo I went to-day with my new wig, 
o hoao, to viſit Lady Worſley, whom I had not ſeen 
before, although ſhe was near a month in town. 


In that word there were ſome puzzling characters. 
5 Then 


JOURNAL to STELLA. 39 


Then I walkt in the Park to find Mr. Ford, whom 
I had promiſed to meet, and coming down the Mall, 
who ſhould come towards me but Patrick, and 

gives me five letters out of his pocket. I read the 
ſuperſcription of the firſt, Pſhoh, ſaid I; of the 
ſecond, pſhoh again; of the third, pſhah, pſhah, 
pſhah ; of the fourth, a gad, a gad, a gad, I'm in a 
rage; of the fifth and laſt, O hoooa ; aye marry this 
is ſomething, this is our MD, fo truly we opened 
it, I think immediately, and it began the moſt im- 
pudently in the world, thus; Dear Preſto, we are 
even thus far. Now we are even, quoth Stephen, 
when he gave his wife ſix blows for one. I re- 
ceived your ninth four days after I had ſent my thir- 
teenth. But I'll reckon with you anon about that, 
young women. Why did not you recant at the end 
of your letter when you got my eleventh, tell me 
that huzzies baſe, were we even then, were we, 
firrah ? but I won't anſwer your letter now, T'll 
keep it for another time. We had a great deal of 
ſow to-day, and tis terrible cold. I dined with 
Ford, becauſe it was his opera-day and ſnowed, fo 
I did not care to ſtir farther. I'll ſend to-morrow 
to Smyth. n 

21. Morning. It has ſnowed terribly all night, 
and is vengeance cold. I am not yet up, but can- 
not write long; my hands will freeze. Is there a 
good fire, Patrick? yes, Sir; then I'll riſe, come 
take away the candle. You muſt know I write on 
the dark fide of my bed-chamber, and am forced to 
have a candle till I riſe, ſor the bed ſtands between 
me 
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me and the window, and I keep the curtains ſhut 
this cold weather. So pray let me riſe, and, Patrick 
here take away the candle, —At night. We are now 
here in high froſt and ſnow, the largeſt fire can 
hardly keep us warm. It is very ugly walking, a 
baker's boy broke his thigh yeſterday. I walk flow, 
make ſhort ſteps, and never tread on my heel. 'Tig 
a good proverb the Devonſhire people have; walk 
faſt in ſnow, in froſt walk flow, and {till as you go, 
tread on your toe: when froſt and ſnow are both 
together, ſit by the fire and ſpare ſhoe-leather, I 
dined to-day with Dr. Cockburn, but will not do 
ſo again in haſte, he has generally ſuch a parcel of 
Scots with him. 

22, Morning. Starving, ſtarving, uth, uth, uth, 
uth, uth.—Don't you remember I uſed to come in- 
to your chamber, and turn Stella out of her chair, 
and rake up the fire in a cold morning, and cry uth, 
uth, uth? Cc. O faith I muſt riſe, my hand is ſo 
cold I can write no more. So good morrow, ſirrahs.— 
At night, I went this morning to Lady Giffard's 
houſe, and ſaw your mother, and made her give me 
a A pint bottle of palſey water, which I brought home 
in my pocket; and ſealed and tied up in a paper, and 
ſent it to Mr. Smyth, who goes to-morrow for Ire- 
land, and ſent a letter to him to deſire his care of it, 
and that he would enquire at Cheſter about the box. 
He was not within, ſo the bottle and letter were left 
for him at his lodgings, with ſtrict orders to give 
them to him; and I will ſend Patrick in a day ot 
two, to know whether it was given, Cc. Dr. Strat- 
ford and I dined to-day with Mr. Stratford in the 


city, 
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city, by appointment ; but I choſe to walk there 
for exerciſe in the froſt, But the weather had given 
a little, as you women call it, fo it was ſomething 
lobbery. I did not get home till nine, and now 
Im in bed to break your head. 

23. Morning. They tell me it freezes again, 
but tis not ſo cold as yeſterday : fo now I will an- 
{wer a bit of your letter. —At night. O faith, I 
was juſt going to anſwer ſome of our MD's letter 
this morning, when a printer came in about ſome 
buſineſs, and ſtaid an hour; fo I roſe, and then 
came in Ben Tooke, and then I ſhaved and ſcribbled, 
and it was ſuch a terrible day I could not ſtir out till 
one, and then I called at Mrs. Barton's, and we 
went to Lady Worſley's, where we were to dine by 
appointment. The Earl of Berkley is going to be 
married to Lady Louiſa Lenox, the Duke of Rich- 
mond's daughter. I writ this night to Dean Sterne, 
and bid him tell you all about the bottle of palſey 
water by Smyth, and to-morrow morning I will ſay 
ſomething to your letter. 

24, Morning. Come now to your letter. As 
for your being even with me, I have ſpoken to that 
already. So now, my dearly beloved, let us pro- 
ceed to-the next. You are always grumbling that 
you han't letters faſt enough, ſurely we ſhall have 
your tenth *; and yet before you end your letter, 
you own you have my eleventh, —And why did not 
MD go into the country with the Biſhop of Clog- 
her? faith ſuch aurney would have done you 
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good; Stella ſhould have rid, and Diogley gone in 
the coach. The Biſhop of Kilmore I know nothing 
of ; he is old and may die: he lives in ſome obſcure 
corner, for J never hear of him. As for my old 
friends, if you mean the Whigs, I never ſee them, 
as you may find by my journals, except Lord Halifax, 
and him very ſeldom ; Lord Somers never ſince the 
firſt viſit, for he has been a falſe deceitful raſcal. 
My new friends are very kind, and I have promiſes 
enough, but I do not count upon them, and beſides 
my pretences are very young to them. However, 
we will ſee what may be done, and if nothing at 
all, I ſhall not be diſappointed ; although perhaps 
poor MD may, and then I ſhall be forrier for their 
ſakes than my own.—Talk of a merry Chriſtmas 
(why did you write it ſo then, young women? fawce 
for the gooſe is ſfawce for the gander) I have wiſht 
you all that two or three letters ago. Good lack; 
and your news, that Mr. St. John is going to Hol- 
land ; he has no ſuch thoughts to quit the great ſta- 
tion he is in, nor if he had, could I be ſpared to 
go with him. So faith, politick Madam Stella, you 
come with your two eggs a penny, Sc. Well, 
Madam Dingley, and fo Mrs. Stoite invites you, and 
ſo you ſtay at Donnybrook *, and ſo you could not 
write. You are plaguy exact in your journals from 
Dec. 25, to Jan. 4th. Well, Smyth and the palſey 
water I have handled already, and he does not lodge 
(or rather did not, for poor man, now he is gone) 


at Mr, Jefle's, and all that ſtuff; but we found his 


* About a mile from Dublin, 
L999 lodging, 
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lodging, and I went to Stella's mother on my own 
head, for J never remembered it was in the letter to 
deſire another bottle; but I was fo fretted, ſo toſti- 
cated, and ſo impaticnt, that Stella ſhould have her 
water (I mean decently, don't be rogues) and ſo vext 
with Sterne's careleſſneſs. —Pray God Stella's illneſſes 
may not return. If they come ſeldom, they begin 
to be weary ; I judge by myſelf; for when I ſeldom 
viſit, I grow weary of my acquaintance.— Leave a 
good deal of my tenth unanſwered—Impudent flut, 
when did you ever anſwer my tenth, or ninth, or any 
other number? or who deſires you to anſwer, pro- 
vided you write? I defy the D— to anſwer my let- 
ters; ſometimes there may be one or two things I 
ſhould be glad you would anſwer, but I forget them, 
and you never think of them. I ſhall never love 
anſwering letters again, if you talk of anſwering. 
Anſwering, quotha; pretty anſwerers truly.—As for 
the pamphlet you ſpeak of, and call it ſcandalous, 
and that one Mr. Preſto is faid to write it, hear my 
anſwer. Fye, child, you muſt not mind what every 
idle body tells you. —I believe you lie, and that the 
dogs were not crying it when you ſaid ſo; come, 
tell truth, I am ſotry you go to St. Mary's “ fo 
ſoon, you'll be as poor as rats; that place will drain 
you with a vengeance: beſides, I would have you 
think of being in the country in Summer. Indeed, 
Stella, pippins produced plentifully ; Parviſol could 
not ſend from Laracor : there were about half a 
ſcore, I would be glad to know whether they were 


* MD's lodgings cppoſite to St. Mary's Church in Stafford-ftreet. 
Vorl. XIV. A a good 
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good for any thing.—Mrs. Walls at Donnybrok 
with you; why is not ſhe brought to bed? Well, 
well, well, Dingley, pray be ſatisfied ? you talk as 


00 

if you were angry about the Biſhop's not offering 1 
you conveniencies for the journey; and fo he ſhould. hoy 
What ſort of Chriſtmas ? why I have had no Chriſt- ſwe 
mas at all; and has it really been Chriſtmas of late? yo 
I never once thought of it. My ſervice to Mte. anc 
Stoite, and Catherine, and let Catherine get the rov 
coffee ready againſt I come, and not have ſo much riſe 
care on her countenance ; for all will go well. ear! 
Mr. Bernage, Mr. Bernage, Mr. Fiddlenage, I haye ; 
had three letters from him now ſucceſſively; he 1 
ſends no directions, and how the D— ſhall I write he 
to him? I would have burnt his laſt, if I had not der 
ſeen Stella's hand at the bottom: his requeſt is all 1g 
nonſenſe. How can I aſſiſt him in buying? and if * 
he be ordered to go to Spain, go he muſt, or elſe ſell, op 
and I believe one can hardly ſell at ſuch a juncture. * 
If he had ſtaid, and new regiments raiſed, I would 65 

have uſed my endeavour to have had him removed; an 

although I have no credit that way, or very little: the 

but if the regiment goes, he ought to go too; he 20, 

nas had great indulgence, and opportunities of faving; wa 

and I have urged him to it a hundred times. What his 
can I do? whenever it lies in my power to do him 10 

a good office, I will do it. Pray draw up this into Wl ug 
a handſome ſpeech, and repreſent it to him from am 

me, and that I would write, if I knew where to riſe 


direct to him; and fo I have told you, and defired 


you would tell him, fifty times. Yes, Madam 
Stella, 


JOURNAL to STELLA. 355 


Stella, I think I can read your long concluding 
word, but you can't read mine after bidding you 
good night. And yet, methinks, I mend extremely 
in my writing; but when Stella's eyes are well, I 
hope to write as bad as ever. — 80 now I have an- 
ſwered your letter, and mine is an anſwer; for I lay 
yours before me, and I look and write, and write 
and look, and look and write ag14in.—So good mor- 
row, Madams both, and 11 go rife, for I muſt 
riſe; for I take pills at night, and ſo I mult rite 
early, I don't know why. 


25. Morning. I did not tell you how I paſt 
my time yeſterday, nor bid you good night, and 
there was good reaſon. I went in the morning to 
Secretary St. John about ſome buſineſs; he had got 
a great Whig with him; a creature of the Duke of 
Marlborough, who is a Go-between to make peace 
between the Duke and the Miniſtry; ſo he came 
out of his cloſet; and after a few words, deſired I 
would dine with him at three, but Mr. Lewis ſtaid 
till fix before he came; and there we fat talking, and 
the time ſlipt ſo, that at laſt, when I was poſitive to 
go, it was paſt two o'clock; fo I came home and 
went ſtrait to bed. He would never let me look at 
his watch, and I could not imagine it above twelve 
when we went away. 80 I bid you good night for 
laſt night, and now I bid you good morrow, and I 


am ſtill in bed, though it be near ten, but I muſt 
iſe, 


26, 27, 28, 29, 30. I have been ſo lazy and 
negligent theſe laſt four days that I could not write 
A a 2 to 
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to MD. My head is not in order, and yet it is not 
abſolutely ill, but giddyiſh, and makes me liſtleſs, 
I walk every day, and take drops of Dr. Cockburn, 
and I have juſt done a box of pills, and to-day 
Lady Kerry tent me ſome of her bitter drink, which 
I deſign to take twice a day, and hope I ſhall grow 
better. I with I were with MD, I long for Spring 
and good weather, and then I will come over. My 
riding in Ireland keeps me well. I am very tem- 
perate, and eat of the eaſieſt meats as I am directed, 
and hope the malignity will go off; but one kit 
ſhakes me a long time. I dined to-day with Lord 
Mountjoy, yeſterday at Mr. Stone's in the city, on 
Sunday at Vanhomrigh's, Saturday with Ford, and 
Friday I think at Vanhomrigh's, and that's all the 
journal I can fend MD, for I was ſo lazy while ! 
was well, that I could not write. I thought to 
have ſent this to-night, but 'tis ten, and Fll go to 
bed, and write on t'other ſide to Parviſol to-morrow, 
and ſend it on Thurſday; and ſo good night my 
dears, and love Preſto, and be healthy, and Prelio 
will be ſo too, &c. 


Cut off theſe notes handſomely, d'ye hear, ſir- 
rahs, and give Mrs. Brent hers, and keep yours till 
you ſce Parviſol, and then make up the letter to 
him, and ſend it him by the firſt opportunity, and 
ſo God Almighty bleſs you both, here and ever, and 
poor Preſto. 


What, I warrant you thought at farſt that theſe 
laſt lines were another letter. 


Dinglex, 
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Pingley, Pray pay Stella fix fiſhes, and place 
them to the account of your humble ſervant, . 
Preſto. 


Stella, Pray pay Dingley fax fiſhes, and place them 
to the account of your humble ſervant, Preſto. 


There's bills of exchange for you. 


EE FTF X. 


London, Jan. 31, 1710-11. 


AM to ſend you my fourteenth to-morrow, but 
my head having ſome little diſorder, confounds 
all my journals. I was early this morning with Mr. 
Secretary St. John about ſome buſineſs, ſo I could 
not ſcribble my morning lines to MD. They are 
here intending to tax all little printed penny papers a 
half-penny every half-theet, which will utterly ruin 
Grubſtreet, and I am endeavouring to prevent it. 
B:hdes, I was forwarding an impeachment againſt 
a certain great perſon ; that was two of my buſineſſes 
with the Secretary, were they not worthy ones ? It 
was Ford's birth-day, and I refuſed the Secretary and 
dined with Ford. Weare here in as ſmart a froſt for 
the time as I have ſeen; delicate walking weather, 
and the Canal and Roſamond's Pond full of the 
tabble ſliding and with ſkaits, if you know what 
thoſe are. Patrick's bird's water freezes in the gally- 
pot, and 80 hands in bed. 


Feb. 1. I was this morning with poor Lads 
Kerry, Er is much worſe in her head than I. She 
{ends me bottles of her bitter, and we are ſo fond of 
A a 3 ons 
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one another, becauſe our ailments are the fame; 
don't you know that, Madam Stella? han't ] "Bs 
you conning ailments with Joe's wife *, and ſome 
others, firrah ? I walkt into the city to dine, becauſe 
of the walk, for we muſt take care of Preſto's health 
you know, becauſe of poor little MD. But I walk: 
plaguy carefully, for fear of ſliding againſt my will, 
but I am very buſy. 

2. This morning Mr. Ford came to me to walk 
into the city, where he had buſineſs, and then to 
buy books at Bateman's ; and I laid out one pound 
five ſhillings for a Strabo and Ariſtophanes, and [ 
have now got books enough to make me another 
thelf, and I will have more, or it ſhall coſt me a 
fall; and ſo as we came back, we drank a flaſk of 
right French wine at Ben Tooke's chamber ; and 
when I had got home, Mrs. Vanhomrigh ſent me 
word her eldeſt daughter was taken ſuddenly very 
ill, and deſired I would come and ſee her; I went, 
and found it was a filly trick of Mrs. Armſtrong, 
Lady Lucy's ſiſter, who, with Moll Stanhope, was 
viſiting there : however I rattled off the daughter. 

3. To-day I went and dined at Lady Lucy's, where 
you know I have not been this long time ; they are 
plaguy Whigs, eſpecially the ſiſter Armſtrong, the 
moſt inſupportable of all women pretending to wit, 
without any taſte. She was running down the laſt 
Examiner, the prettieſt I had read, with a character 
of the preſent Miniſtry.— left them at five, and 
came home. But I forgot to tell you, that this 


Mrs. Beaumont. 
morning 
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morning my couſin Dryden Leach the printer, came 
to me with a heavy complaint, that Harriſon the 
new Tatler had turned him off, and taken the laſt 
Tatler's printers again. He vowed revenge; I an- 
ſwered gravely, and fo he left me, and I have or- 
dered Patrick to deny me to him from henceforth : 
and at night comes a letter from Harriſon, telling 
me the ſame thing, and excuſed his doing it without 
my notice, becauſe he would bear all the blame; 
and in his Tatler of this day he tells you the ſtory, 
how he has taken his old officers, and there is a 
a moſt humble letter from Morphew and Lilly to beg 
his pardon, Sc. And laſtly, this morning Ford 
ſent me two letters from the Coftee-houſe, (where I 
hardly ever go) one from the Archbiſhop of Dublin, 
and tother from Who do you think tother 
was from? III tell you, becauſe you are friends; 
why then it was, faith it was from my own dear 
little MD, N. 10. Oh, but won't anſwer it now, 
no, noooooh, I'll keep it between the two ſheets ; 
here it is, juſt under : oh, I lifted up the ſheet and 
faw it there: lie ſtill, you ſhan't be anſwered yet, 
little letter; for I muſt go to bed, and take cars of 
my head. 


4. I avoid going to church yet, for fear of my 
head, though it has been much better theſe laſt five 
or fix days, fince I have taken Lady Kerry's bitter. 
Our froſt holds like a dragon. I went to Mr. Ad- 
diſon's, and dined with him at his lodgings ; I had 
not ſeen him theſe three weeks, we are grown com- 
mon acquaintance: yet what have not J done for 
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| 1 
his friend Steele? Mr. Harley reproached me the 
laſt time I ſaw him, that to pleaſe me he would be 
reconciled to Steele, and had promiſed and appointed 
to ſee him, and that Steele never came. Harriſon, 
whom Mr. Addiſon recommended to me, I have 
introduced to the Secretary of State, who has pro- 
miſed me to take care of him; and I have repre- 
ſented Addiſon himſelf fo to the Miniſtry, that they 
think and talk in his favour, though they hated him 
before. Well; he is now in my debt, and there's 
an end ; and I never had the leaſt obligation to him, 
and there's another end. This evening I had a 
meſſage from Mr. Harley, deſiring to know whether 
I was alive, and that I would dine with him to- 
morrow. They dine fo late, that ſince my head has 
been wrong I have avoided being with them.—Pa- 
trick has been out of favour theſe ten days; I talk 
dry and croſs to him, and have called, him friend 
three or four times. But, firrahs, get you gone. 


5. Morning. I am going this morning to ſec 
Prior, who dines with me at Mr. Harley's; fol 
can't ſtay fiddling and talking with dear little brats 
in a morning, and tis {till terribly cold. —I wiſh my 
cold hand was in the warmeſt place about you, 
young women, I'd give ten guineas upon that ac- 
count with all my heart, faith; oh, it ſtarves my 
thigh ; ſo Ill riſe, and bid you good morrow. Come 
ſtand away, let me riſe : Patrick, take away the can- 
dle. Is there a good fire ?—So—up a-dazy.—At 
night. Mr. Harley did not fit down till fix, and ! 
ſtaid till eleyen ; henceforth I will chooſe to viſit him 

in 
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in the evening, and dine with him no more if I can 
' help it. It breaks all my meaſures, and hurts my 
health ; my head is diforderly, but not ill, and I 
hope it will mend. 


6. Here has been ſuch a hurry with the Queen's 
birth-day, fo much fine cloaths, and the Court fo 
crowded that I did not go there. All the froit is 
gone. It thawed on Sunday, and ſo continues, yet 
ice is {till on the Canal (I did not mean that of Lara- 
cor, but St. James's Park) and boys ſliding on it. 
Mr. Ford preſſed me to dine with him in his cham- 
ber.— Did not I tell you Patrick has got a bird, a 
linnet, to carry over to Dingley ? It was very tame at 
firſt, and tis now the wildeſt I ever ſaw. He keeps 
it in a cloſet, where it makes a terrible litter; but I 
ſay nothing: I am as tame as a clout. When muſt 
we anſwer our MD's letter? one of theſe odd-come- 
ſhortlies. This is a week old, you ſee, and no fur- 
ther yet. Mr. Harley deſired I would dine with 
him again to-day ; but I refuſed him, for I fell out 
with him yeſterday, and will not fee him again till 
he makes me amends: and ſo I go to bed. 


7. I was this morning early with Mr. Lewis of 
the Secretary's Office, and faw a letter Mr. Harley 
had ſent to him, deſiring to be reconciled ; but I 
was deaf to all intreaties, and have deſired Lewis to 
go to him, and let him know I expect further ſatis- 
faction. If we let theſe great Miniſters pretend too 
much, there will be no governing them. He pro- 
mites to make me eaſy, if I will but come and ſee 

him; 


— 2 * " — 


- 


362 DR. SWIF T's 


him ; but I won't, and he ſhall do it by meſſage, or 
I will caſt him off. I'll tell you the cauſe of our 
quarrel when I ſee you, and refer it to yourſelves, 
In that he did ſomething, which he intended for 2 
favour ; and J have taken it quite otherwiſe, diſliking 
both the thing and the manner, and it has heartily 
vexed me, and all I have ſaid is truth, though it 
looks like jeſt: and I abſolutely refuſed to ſubmit 
to his intended favour, and expect further fatisfac- 
tion. Mr. Ford and I dined with Mr. Lewis. We 
have a monſtrous deal of ſnow, and it has coſt me 
two ſhillings to-day in chair and coach, and walk'd 
till I was dirty beſides. I know not what it is now 
to read or write after I am in bed. The laſt thing 
I do up is to write ſomething to our MD, and then 
get into bed, and put out my candle, and fo go ſleep 
as faſt as ever I can. But in the mornings I do write 
ſometimes in bed, as you know. 


8. Morning. I have deſired Apronia to be 
always careful, eſpecially about the legs. Pray, do 
you fee any ſuch great wit in that ſentence ? I muſt 
freely own that I do not. But party carries every 
thing now-a-days, and what a ſplutter have I heard 
about the wit of that ſaying, repeated with admira- 
tion above a hundred times in half an hour. Pray 
read it over again this moment, and conſider it. I 
think the word is adviſed, and not deſired. I ſhould 
not have remembered it if I had not heard it ſo 
often. Why—aye—You muſt know I dreamt it 
juſt now, and waked with it in my mouth. Are 
you bit, or are you not, firrahs ? I met Mr, Harley in 
| 5 | the 
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the Court of Requeſts, and he aſłt me how long I 
had learnt the trick of writing to myſelf? He had 
ſeen your letter through the glaſs caſe, at the Coffee- 
houſe, and would ſwear it was my hand; and Mr. 
Ford, who took and ſent it me, was of the fame 
mind. I remember others have formerly ſaid ſo 
too. I think I was little MD's writing-maſter *,— 
But come, what's here to do, writing to young wo- 
men in a morning ? I have other fiſh to fry; fo 
good morrow, my ladies all, good morrow. Per- 
haps I'll anſwer your letter to-night, perhaps I won't; 
that's as ſaucy little Preſto takes the humour. At 
night. I walk'd in the Park to-day in ſpite of the 
weather, as I do always when it does not actually 
rain. Do you know what, it has gone and done ? 
we had a thaw for three days, then a monſtrous dirt 
and ſnow, and now it freezes, like a pot-lid, upon 
our ſnow. I dined with Lady Betty Germain, the 
firſt time ſince I came for England; and there did 
I fit, like a booby, till eight, looking over her and 
another lady at picquet, when I had other buſineſs 
enough to do. It was the coldeſt day I felt this 


year. 

9. Morning. After 1 had been a-bed an hour 
laſt night, I was forced to riſe and call to the land- 
lady and maid to have the fire removed in a chim- 
ney below ſtairs, which made my bed-chamber 
ſmoke, though I had no fire in it. I have been 
twice ſerved ſo. I never lay fo miſerable an hour 


* Stella's hand had a great deal of the air of the doctox's; but ſhe 
brit more legibly, and rather better, 


in 


in my life. Is it not plaguy vexatious ?—It has 
ſnowed all night, and rains this morning.—Come, 
where's MD's letter? Come, Mrs. Letter, make 
your appearance. Here am I, fays ſhe, anſwer me 
to my face. —Oh, faith, I am ſorry you had my 
twelfth ſo ſoon; I doubt you will ſtay longer for 
the reſt. I'm ſo fraid you have got my fourteenth 
while I am writing this; and I would always have 
one letter from Preſto reading, one travelling, and 
one writing. As for the box, I now believe it loſt. 
It is directed for Mr. Curry at his houſe in Capel- 
ſtreet, &c. I had a letter yeſterday from Dr. Ray- 
mond in Cheſter, who fays, he ſent his man every 
where, and cannot find it; and God knows whe- 
ther Mr. Smyth will have better ſucceſs. Sterne 
ſpoke to him, and I writ to him with the bottle of 
palſey water; that bottle, I hope, will not mif- 
carry : I long to hear you have it. Oh, faith, you 
have too good an opinion of Preſto's care. I am 
negligent enough of every thing but MD, and [ 
ſhould not have truſted Sterne.—But it ſhall not go 
fo: I will have one more tug for it.—As to what 
you ſay of Goodman Peaſly and Iſaac, I anſwer as 
I did before. Fye, child, you muſt not give your- 
ſelf the way to believe any ſuch thing: and after- 
wards, only for curioſity, you may tell me how 
thoſe things are approved, and how you like them; 
and whether they inſtru& you in the preſent courſe 
of affairs, and whether they are printed in your 
town, or only ſent from hence.—Sir Andrew Foun- 
tain is recovered; ſo take your ſorrow again, but 
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don't keep it, fling it to the dogs. And does lit- 
tle MD walk, indeed ?—I am glad of it at heart. 
—Yes, we have done with the plague here : it 
was very ſaucy in you to pretend to have it before 
your betters. Your intelligence that the ſtory is 
falſe about the officers forced to ſell, is admirable. 
You may ſee them all three here every day, no 
more in the army than you. Twelve ſhillings for 
mending the ſtrong box; that is, for putting a 
farthing's-worth of iron on a hinge, and gilding 
it; give him fix ſhillings, and I'll pay it, and ne- 
ver employ him or his again.—No—indeed, I put 
off preaching as much as I can. I am upon an- 
other foot : no-body doubts here whether I can 
preach, and you are fools.—The account you give 
of that weekly paper * agrees with us here. Mr. 
Prior was like to be inſulted in the ſtreet for being 
ſuppoſed the author of it; but one of the laſt pa- 
pers cleared him. No-body knows who it is, but 
thoſe few in the ſecret. I ſuppoſe the miniſtry and 
the printer. Poor Stella's eyes, God bleſs them, and 
ſend them better. Pray ſpare them, and write not 
above two lines a day in broad day- light. How 
does Stella look, madam Dingley ? Pretty well; a 
handſome young woman ſtill. Will ſhe paſs in a 
crowd ? Will ſhe make a figure in a country church? 
—Stay a little, fair ladies. I this minute ſent Pa- 
trick to Sterne: he brings back word that your box 
is very ſafe with one Mr. Earl's ſiſter in Cheſter, and 
that Colonel Edgworth's widow goes for Ireland on 
* 1he Examiner, 
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Monday next, and will receive the box at Cheſter, 
and deliver it you fate: fo there is ſome hopes now. 
—Well, let us go on to your letter.—The warrant 
is paſſed for the firſt-fruitss The Queen does not 
fend a letter ; but a patent will be drawn here, and 
that will take up time. Mr. Harley of late has 
faid nothing of preſenting me to the Queen ;—] 
was overſeen when I mentioned it to you. He has 
ſuch a weight of affairs on him, that he cannot 
mind all; but he talk'd of it three or four times to 
me, long before I dropt it to you. What, is not 
Mrs. Wall's buſineſs over yet? I had hopes ſhe was 
up and well, and the child dead before this time, 
—You did right, at laſt, to ſend me your accounts; 
but I did not ſtay for them, I thank you. I hope 
you have your bill ſent in my laſt, and there will be 
eight pounds intereſt ſoon due from Hawkſhaw ; 
pray look at his bond. I hope you are good ma- 
nagers, and that when I ſay fo, Stella won't think 
J intend ſhe ſhould grudge herſelf wine. But go- 
ing to thoſe expenſive lodgings requires ſome fund. 
J wiſh you had ſtaid till I came over, for ſome rea- 
ſons. That Frenchwoman will be grumbling again 
in a little time, and if you are invited any whe 
to the country, it will vex you to pay in abſence; 
and the country may be neceſſary for poor Stella“ 
health: but do as you like, and don't blame Preſto. 
—Oh, but you are telling your reaſons.— Well, 1 
have read them; do as you pleaſe.— Ves, Ray mond 
ſays, he muſt ſtay longer than he thought, becaule 
he cannot ſettle his affairs. M is in the coun- 
try at ſome friend's, comes to town in ſpring, and 
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then goes to ſettle in Herefordſhire. Her huſband 
is a ſurly illnatured brute, and cares not ſhe ſhould 
ſee any body. O Lord, ſee how I blundered, and 
left two lines ſhort; it was that ugly ſcore in the 
paper * that made me miſtake, believe you lie 
about the ſtory of the fire, only to make it more odd. 
Bernage mult go to Spain, and I will ſee to recom- 
mend him to the Duke of Argyle, his General, 
when I ſee the Duke next : but the Officers tell me 
it would be diſhonourable in the laſt degree for him 
to ſell now, and he would never be preferred in the 
army; fo that unleſs he deſigns to leave it for good 
and all, he muſt go. Tell him fo, and that I 
would write if I knew where to direct to him; 
which I have ſaid four-ſcore times already. I had 
rather any thing almoſt than that you ſhould ftrain 
yourſelves to fend a letter when it is inconvenient; 
we have ſettled that matter already, I'll write when 
I can, and ſo ſhall MD; and upon occaſions extra- 
ordinary I will write, though it be a line; and 
when we have not letters ſoon, we agree that all 
things are well; and ſo that's ſettled for ever, and 
ſo hold your tongue. —Well, you ſhall have your 
pins; but for candle ends, I cannot promiſe, be- 
cauſe I burn them to the ſtumps; beſides, I re- 
member what Stella told Dingley about them many 
years ago, and ſhe may think the ſame thing of me. 
—And Dingley ſhall have her hinged ſpectacles. — 
Poor dear Stella, how durſt you write thoſe two 
lines by candle-light, bang your bones. Faith, this 
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letter ſhall go to-morrow, I think, and that wif! be 
in ten days from the laſt, young women; that's too 
ſoon of all conſcience: but anſwering yours has 
filled it up ſo quick, and I don't deſign to uſe you 
to three pages in folio, no nooooh. All this is one 
morning's work in bed ;—and ſo good morrow, lit. 
tle ſirrahs; that's for the rhyme . You want po- 
liticks: faith, I can't think of any; but may be at 
night I may tell you a paſſage. Come, fit off the 
bed, and let me riſe, will you ?—At night. I dined 
to-day with my neighbour Vanhomrigh ; it was 
ſuch diſmal weather I could not ſtir further. 1 
have had ſome threatenings with my head, but no 
fits. I ſtill drink Dr. Radcliffe's bitter, and wil! 
continue it. 
10. I was this morning to ſee the Secretary of 
State, and have engaged him to give a memorial 
from me to the Duke of Argyle in behalf of Ber- 
nage. The Duke is a man that diſtinguiſhes peo- 
ple of merit, and I will ſpeak to him myſelt ; but 
the Secretary backing it will be very effectual, and 
I will take care to have it done to purpoſe. Pray 
tell Bernage ſo, and that I think nothing can be 
luckier for him, and that I would have him go by 
all means. I will order it that the Duke ſhall ſend 
for him when they are in Spain ; or, if he fails, 
that he ſhall receive him kindly when he goes to 
wait on him. Can I do more? Is not this a great 
deal ?—I now ſend away this letter that you may 


In the original it was, gcod mollows, little follahs. But in thei 
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not ſtay.— I dined with Ford upon his opera- day, 
and am now come home, and am going to ſtudy 3 
don't you preſume to gueſs, firrahs, impudent ſaucy 
dear boxes. Towards the end of a letter I could 
not ſay ſaucy boxes without putting dear between. 
En't that right now? Farewel. This ſhould be lon 8 
er, but that I ſend it to-night *. 


O filly, filly loggerhead! 


I ſend a letter this poſt to one Mr. Staunton, 
and I direct it to Mr. Acton's in St. Michael's-lane. 
He formerly lodged there, but he has not told me 
where to direct. Pray ſend to that Acton, whether 
the letter is come there, and whether he has ſent it 
to Staunton. 


If Bernage deſigns to ſell his commiſſion and ſtay 
at home, pray let him tell me ſo, that my recom- 
mendation to the Duke of Argyle may not be in 
vain, 


* Thoſe letters which are in Italicks, in the original are of a mon- 
rous ſize, which occaſioned his calling himſelf a loggerhead, 
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LETTER MMI. 


London, Feb. 10, 1710-11. 


1 HAVE juſt diſpatched my fifteenth to the poſt; 
I tell you how things will be, after I have got 
a letter from MD. I am in furious haſte to finiſh 
mine, for fear of having two of MD's to anſwer in 
one of Prefto's, which would be ſuch a diſgrace, 
never ſaw the like; but before you write to me J 
write at my leifure, like a gentleman, a little every 
day, juſt to let you know how matters go, and ſo 
and ſo; and I hope before this comes to you, you'll 
have got your box and chocolate, and Preſto will 
take more care another time. 

11. Morning. I muſt riſe and go ſee my Lord 
Keeper, which will coſt me two ſhillings in coach- 
hire. Don't you call them two thirteens ? #—At 
night. It has rained all day, and there was no 
walking. I read prayers to Sir Andrew Fountain 
in the forenoon, and I dined with three Iriſhmen 
at one Mr, Cope's lodgings ; the other two were one 
Morris an Archdeacon, and Mr. Ford. When | 
came home this evening, I expected that little jack- 
anapes Harriſon would have come to get help about 
his Tatler. for Tueſday : I have fixed two evenings 
in the week which I allow him to come. The toad 
never came, and I expecting him fell a reading, and 
left off other buſineſs. —Come, what are you do- 
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ing? how do you paſs your time this ugly weather? 
Gaming and drinking, I ſuppoſe : fine diverſions for 
young ladies, truly. I wiſh you had ſome of our 
Seville oranges, and we ſome of your wine. We 
have the fineſt oranges for two pence a- piece, and 
the baſeſt wine for fix ſhillings a bottle. They tell 
me wine grows cheap with you. I am reſolved to 
have half a hogſhead when I get to Ireland, if it 
be good and cheap, as it uſed to be; and I'll treat 
MD at my table in an evening, oh hoa, and laugh 
at great miniſters of ſtate. 


12. The days are grown fine and long, be 
thanked. O faith, you forgo: all our little ſayings, 
and I am angry. I dined to-day with Mr. Secre- . 
tary St. John : I went to the Court of Requeſts at 
noon, and ſent Mr. Harley into the houſe to call 
the ſecretary, to let him know I would not dine 
with him if he dined late. By good luck the Duke 
of Argyle was at the lobby of the houſe too, and 
kept him in talk till the ſecretary came out, then 
told them I was glad to meet them together, and 
that I had a requeſt to the Duke which the ſecretary 
muſt ſecond, and his Grace muſt grant. The Duke 
ſaid, he was ſure it was ſomething infignificant, and 
wiſhed it was ten times greater. At the ſecretary's 
houſe I writ a memorial, and gave it to the ſecre- 
tary to give the Duke, and ſhall fee that he does it. 
It is, that his Grace will pleaſe to take Mr. Ber- 
nage into his protection; and if he finds Bernage an- 
ſwers my character, to give him all cacouragement. 
Colonel Maſham and Colonel Hill (Mrs. Maſham's 
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brother) tell me my requeſt is reaſonable, and the 
will ſecond it heartily to the Duke too: ( I reck- 
on Bernage is on a very good foot when he goes to 
Spain. Pray tell him this, though perhaps I will 
write to him before he goes; yet where all ! 
direct? for I ſuppoſe he has left Conolly'e. 


13. I have left off lady Kerry's bitter, and got 
another box of pills. I have no fits of giddineſs, 
but only ſome little diſorders towards it; and I 
walk as much as I can. Lady Kerry is juſt as I 
am, only a great deal worſe: I dined to-day at Lord 
Shelburn's, where ſhe is, and we conn ailments, 
which makes us very fond of each other. I have 
taken Mr. Harley into favour again, and called to 
ſee him, but he was not within; I will uſe to viſit 
him after dinner, for he dines too late for my head: 
then I went to viſit poor Congreve, who is juſt get- 
ting out of a ſevere fit of the gout, and I fat with 
him till near nine o'clock. He gave me a Tatler 
he had written out, as blind as he is, for little Har- 
riſon. Tis about a ſcoundrel that was grown rich, 
and went and bought a coat of arms at the Herald's, 
and a ſet of anceſtors at Fleet-ditch ; 'tis well 
enough, and ſhall be printed in two or three days, 


and if you read thoſe kind of things, this will di- 


vert you. Tis now between ten and eleven, and J 
am going to- bed. 

14. This was Mrs. Vanhomrigh's daughter's 
birth-day, and Mr. Ford and I were invited to din- 
ner to keep it, and we ſpent the evening there drink- 


ing punch. That was our way of beginning Lent; 
and 
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and in the morning Lord Shelburn, Lady Kerry, 
Mrs. Pratt and I went to Hyde-park, inſtead of go- 
ing to church ; for till my head is a little ſettled, 
think it better not to go; it would be fo filly and 
troubleſome to go out ſick. Dr. Duke died ſud- 
denly two or three nights ago; he was one of the 
wits when we were children, but turned parſon, 
and left it, and never writ farther than a prologue 
or recommendatory copy of verſes. He had a fine 
living given him by the Biſhop of Wincheſter about 
three months ago; he got his living ſuddenly, and 
he got his dying ſo too. 

15. I walked purely to-day about the Park, the 
rain being juſt over, of which we have had a great 
deal, mixt with little ſhort froſts. I went to the 
Court of Requeſts, thinking if Mr. Harley dined 

early, to go with him. But meeting Leigh and 
Sterne, they invited me to dine with them, and 
away we went. When we got into his room, one 
H „ a worthleſs Iriſh fellow, was there ready 
to dine with us, ſo I ſtept out and whiſpered them, 
that I would not dine with that fellow ; they made 
excuſes, and begged me to ſtay, but away I went to 
Mr. Harley's, and he did not dine at home, and at 
laſt I dined at Sir John Germain's, and found Lady 
Betty but juſt recovered of a miſcarriage. I am 
writing an inſcription for Lord Berkeley's tomb : 
you know the young rake his fon, the new Earl, is 
married to the Duke of Richmond's daughter, at 
the Duke's country-houſe, and are now coming to 
town. She'll be fluxcd in two months, and they'll 
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be parted in a year. You ladies are brave, bold, 
venterſome folks ; and the chit is but ſeventeen, and 
is ill-natured, covetous, vicious, and proud in ex- 


tremes. And ſo get you gone to Stoite to-mor— 
row. | 


16. Faith this letter goes on but ſlow, tis a week 
old, and the firſt ſide not written. I went to-day 
into the city for a walk, but the perſon I deſigned 
to dine with was not at home; ſo I came back and 
called at Congreve's, and dined with him and Eaſt- 
court, and laughed till fix, then went to Mr. Har- 
ley's, who was not gone to dinner; there I ſtaid 
till nine, and we made up our quarrel, and he has 
invited me to dinner to-morrow, which is the day 
of the week (Saturday) that Lord Keeper and Secre. 
tary St. John dine with him privately, and at laſt 
they have conſented to let me among them on that 
day. Atterbury and Prior went to bury poor Dr. 


Duke. Congreve's naſty white wine has given me 
the heart-burn, 


17. I took ſome good walks in the Park to-day, 
and then went to Mr. Harley. Lord Rivers was 
got there before me, and I chid him for preſuming 
to come on a day when only Lord Keeper and the 
Secretary and I were to be there; but he regarded 
me not ; ſo we all dined together, and fat down at 
four ; and the Secretary has invited me to dine with 
him to-morrow. I told them J had no hopes they 
could ever keep in, but that I faw they loved one 
another ſo well, as indeed they ſeem to do. They 
call me nothing but Jonathan; and I ſaid, I be- 

lieved 


JOURNAL to STELLA. 3575 


lieved they would leave me Jonathan as they found 
me; and that I never knew a miniſtry do any thing 


for thoſe whom they make companions of their 
pleaſures ; and I believe you will find it ſo; but I 
care not. I am upon a project of getting five hun- 
dred pounds, without being obliged to any body; 
but that is a ſecret, till I ſee my deareſt MD; and 
ſo hold your tongue, and don't talk, ſirrahs, for I 
am now about it. 


18. My head has no fits, but a little diſordered 
before dinner; yet I walk ſtoutly, and take pills, 
and hope to mend. Secretary St. John would needs 
have me dine with him to-day, and there I found 
three perſons I never ſaw, two I had no acquaint- 
ance with, and one I did not care for: ſo I left them 
early and came home, it being no day to walk, but 
ſcurvy rain and wind. The Secretary tells me he 
has put a cheat on me; for Lord Peterborow ſent 
him twelve dozen flaſks of Burgundy, on condition 
that I ſhould have my ſhare; but he never was 
quiet till they were all gone, ſo I reckon he owes 
me thirty-ſix pounds. Lord Peterborow is now 
got to Vienna, and I muſt write to him to-morrow. 
I begin now to be towards looking for a letter from 
ſome certain ladies of Preſto's acquaintance, that 
live at St. Mary's, and are called in a certain lan- 
guage our little MD. No, ſtay, I don't expect 
one theſe fix days, that will be juſt three weeks; 
an't I a reaſonable creature? We are plagued here 
with an October club; that is, a ſet of above a hun- 
dred parliament-men of the country, who drink 
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October beer at home, and meet every evening at 
a tavern near the parliament, to conſult affairs, and 
drive things on to extremes againſt the whigs, to 
call the old miniſtry to account, and get off five or 
ſix heads. The miniſtry ſeem not to regard them, 
yet one of them in confidence told me, that there 
muſt be ſomething thought on to ſettle things bet- 
ter. III tell you one great ſtate ſecret; The Queen, 
ſenſible how much ſhe was governed by the late mi- 
niſtry, runs a little into tother extreme, and is 
jealous in that point, even of thoſe who got her out 
of the others hands. The miniſtry is for gentler 
meaſures, and the other tories for more violent. 
Lord Rivers, talking to me the other day, curſed the 
paper called the Examiner, for ſpeaking civilly of 
the Duke of Marlborough ; this I happened to talk 
of to the Secretary, who blamed the warmth of 
that Lord, and ſome others, and ſwore, that if their 
advice were followed, they would be blown up in 
twenty-four hours. And I have reaſon to think, 
that they will endeavour to prevail on the Queen to 
put her affairs more in the hands of a miniſtry than 
ſhe does at preſent ; and there are, I believe, two 
men thought on, one of them you have often met 
the name of in my letters. But ſo much for poli- 
ticks. 
19. This proved a terrible rainy day, which pre- 
vented my walk into the city, and I was only able 
to run and dine with my neighbour Vanhomrigh, 
where Sir Andrew Fountain dined too, who has juſt 
began to ſally out, and has ſhipt his _— _ 
Niel 
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fiter, who were his nurſes, back to the country. 
This evening was fair, and I walkt a little in the 
Park, till Prior made me go with him to the Smyr- 
na Coffee-houſe, where I fat a while, and ſavy 
four or five Iriſh perſons, who are very handſome 
gentecl fellows, but I know not their names. I 
came away at ſeven, and got home. Two days 
ago I writ to Bernage, and told him what I had 
done, and directed the letter to Mr. Curry's to be 
left with Dingley. Brigadiers Hill and Maſham, 
brother and huſband to Mrs. Maſham, the Queen's 
favourite, Colonel Diſney and I have recommended 
Bernage to the Duke of Argyle; and Secretary 
St. John has given the Duke my memorial; and 
beſides, Hill tells me, that Bernage's Colonel, Field- 
ing, deſigns to make him his Captain-lientenant : 
but I believe I ſaid this to you before, and in this 
letter, but I will not look. 

20. Morning, It ſnows terribly again, and 'tis 
miſtaken, for I now want a little good weather ; I 
bid you good morrow, and if it clear up, get you 
gone to poor Mrs. Walls, who has had a hard time 
of it, but is now pretty well again; I am ſorry it 
is a girl; the poor Archdeacon too, fee how ſimply 
he lookt when they told him: what did it coſt 
Stella to be goflip? I'll riſe, ſo d'ye hear, let me 
ſee you at night, and don't ſtay late out, and catch 
cold, firrahs, —At night, It grew good weather, 
and I got a good walk, and dined with Ford upon 
his opera-day ; but now all his wine is gone, I ſhall 
dine with him no more. I hope to fend this letter 

before 
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before I hear from MD: methinks there's — ſome. 
thing great in doing ſo, only I can't expreſs where 
it lies; and faith this ſhall go by Saturday, as ſure 
as you're a rogue. Mrs. Edgworth was to ſet out 
but laſt Monday, ſo you won't have your box ſo 
ſoon perhaps as this letter; but Sterne told me ſince, 
that it is ſafe at Cheſter, and that ſhe will take care 
of it. I'd give a guinea you had it. 

21. Morning. Faith I hope it will be fair for 
me to walk into the city, for I take all occaſions 
of walking.—I ſhould be plaguy buſy at Laracor if 
J were there now, cutting down willows, planting 
others, ſcouring my canal, and every kind of thing, 
If Raymond goes over this Summer, you muſt ſub- 
mit, and make them a viſit, that we may have an- 
other eel and trout fiſhing; and that Stella may 
ride by and ſee Preſto in his morning-gown in the 
garden, and ſo go up with Joe to the Hill of 
Bree, and round by Scurlock's Town; O Lord, 
how I remember names ; faith it gives me ſhort 
ſighs: therefore no more of that if you love me. 
Good morrow, I'll go rife like a gentleman, my 
pills ſay I muſt. —At night. Lady Kerry ſent to 
deſire me to engage ſome Lords about an affair ſhe 
has in their Houſe here: I called to ſee her, but 
found ſhe had already engaged every Lord I knew, 
and that there was no great difficulty in the matter, 
and it rained like a dog ; ſo I took coach, for want 
of better exerciſe, and dined privately with a hang- 
dog in the city, and walkt back in the evening. 
The days are now long enough to walk in the ag 

aftcr 
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after dinner; and ſo I do whenever it is fair. This 
walking is a ſtrange remedy; Mr. Prior walks to 
make himſelf fat, and I to bring myſelf down ; he 
has generally a cough, which he only calls a cold : 
we often walk round the Park together. So I'II 
go ſleep. 

22. It ſnowed all this morning prodigiouſly, and 
was ſome inches thick in three or four hours. I 
dined with Mr. Lewis of the Secretary's office at 
his lodgings : the chairmen that carried me ſqueez- 
ed a great fellow againſt a wall, who wiſely turn 
ed his back, and broke one of the ſide glaſſes in a 
thouſand pieces. I fell a ſcolding, pretended I was 
like to be cut to pieces, and made them ſet down 
the chair in the Park, while they pickt out the bits 
of glaſſes; and when I paid them, I quarrelled 
ſtill, ſo they dared not grumble, and I came off for 
my fare; but I was plaguy afraid they would have 
ſaid, God bleſs your honour, won't you give us 
ſomething for our glaſs ? Lewis and I were form- 
ing a project how I might get three or four hundred 
pounds, which I ſuppoſe may come to nothing. I 
hope Smyth has brought you your palſy drops ; how 
does Stella do? I begin more and more to deſire to 
know. The three weeks ſince I had your laſt is over 
within two days, and I'll allow three for accidents. 

23. The ſnow 1s gone every bit, except the re- 
mainder of ſome great balls made by the boys. Mr. 
Sterne was with me this morning about an affair 
he has before the treaſury. That drab Mrs. Edg- 
worth is not yet ſet out, but will infallibly next 
Monday, 
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Monday, and this is the third infallible Monday, 
and pox take her! So you will have this letter firſt; 
and this ſhall go to-morrow; and if I have one 
from MD in that time, I will not anſwer it till my 
next; only I will ſay, Madam, I received your let- 
ter, and ſo, and ſo. I dined to-day with my Mrs. 
Butler, who grows very diſagreeable. 


24. Morning. This letter certainly goes this 
evening, ſure as you're alive, young women, and 
then you'll be ſo aſhamed that I have had none 
from you ; and if I was to reckon like you, I would 
ſay, I were ſix letters before you, for this is N. 16, 
and I have had your N. 10. But I reckon you 
have received but fourteen and have ſent eleven. I 
think to go to-day a miniſter-of-ſtate hunting in the 
Court of Requeſts; for I have ſomething to ſay to 
Mr. Harley. And 'tis fine cold ſunſhiny weather; 
I with dear MD would walk this morning in your 
Stephen's-Green : tis as good as our Park, but not 
ſo large . Faith this ſummer we'll take a caich 
for ſix-pence to the Green-Well, the two walks, 
and thence all the way to Stoite's T. My hearty ſer- 
vice to goody Stoite and Catherine, and I hope 
Mrs. Walls had a good time. How inconſtant I 
am ? I can't imagine I was ever in love with her. 


Well, I'm going; what have you to ſay ? I der? 


* It is a meaſured mile round the outer wall; and far beyond any 
the fineſt ſquare in London, 

+ The common fare for a ſet down in Dublin. 

+ Mrs. Stoite lived at Donnybrook, the road to which from Ste- 
phen's-Green ran into the country about a mile from the South-Eal 
corner, 


Care 
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care how I write now *. I don't deſign to write on 
this ſide, theſe few lines are but ſo much more than 
your due, ſo Ill write large or ſmall as J pleaſe, 
Oh, faith, my hands are ſtarving in bed ; I believe 
it is a bard froſt. I muſt riſe, and bid you good 
bye, for III ſeal this letter immediately, and carry 
it in my pocket, and put it into the poſt-office with 
my own fair hands. Farewel. 

This letter is juſt a fortnight's journal to-day. 
Yes, and ſo it is, I'm ſure, ſays you, with your two 
eggs a penny. 

There, there, there . 

O Lord, I am faying there, there, to myſelf in 
all our little keys: and now you talk of keys, that 
dog Patrick broke the key general of the cheſt of 
drawers with fix locks, and I have been fo plagued 
to get a new one, beſide my good two ſhillings. 


LETTER W. 


London, Feb. 24, 1710 11. 


O W, young women, I gave in my ſixteenth 
this evening. I dined with Ford, it was his 
opera-day as uſual ; it is very convenient to me to 
do ſo, for coming home early after a walk in the 
Park, which now the days will allow. I called on 
the Secretary at his office, and he had forgot to give 


* Thoſe words in Italicks are written in a very large hand, and ſo 
is the word in one of the next lines, 


+ In his cypher way of writing to Stella, he writes the word There, 
Lele, 


the 
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the memorial about Bernage to the Duke of Argyle, 
but two days ago I met the Duke, who deſired 1 
would give it him myſelf, which ſhould have more 
power with him than all the Miniſtry together, as 
he proteſted ſolemnly, repeated it two or three times, 
and bid me count upon it. So that I verily believe 
Bernage will be in a very good way to eſtabliſh him. 
ſelf. I think I can do no more for him at preſent, 
and there's an end of that; and fo get you gone to 
bed, for it is late. 

25. The three weeks are out yeſterday ſince I had 
your laſt, and ſo now I will be expecting every day 
a pretty dear letter from my own MD, and hope to 
hear that Stella has been much better in her head 
and eyes; my head continues as it was, no fits, but 
a little diſorder every day, which I can eaſily bear, 
if it will not grow worſe. I dined to-day with Mr. 
Secretary St. John, on condition I might chooſe my 
company, which were Lord Rivers, Lord Carteret, 
Sir Thomas Manſel, and Mr. Lewis; I invited 
Maſham, Hill, Sir John Stanley, and George Gran- 
ville, but they were engaged; and I did it in re- 
venge of his having ſuch bad company when I dined 
with him before: ſo we laughed, Fe. And I ven- 
tured to go to church to-day, which I have not done 
this month before. Can you ſend me ſuch a good 
account of Stella's health, pray now? Yes, I hope, 
and better too. We dined (ſays you) at the Dean's, 
and played at cards till twelve, and there came in 
Mr. French, and Dr. Travors, and Dr. Whitting- 
ham, and Mr. (I forget his name, that I always tell 
Mrs. Walls of) the banker's ſon, a pox on him. And 

| we 
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we were ſo merry; I vow they are pure good com- 
pany, But I loſt a crown; for you muſt know I 
had always hands tempting me to go out, but never 
took in any thing, and often two black aces without 
a manilio; was not that hard, Preſto ? hold your 
tongue, Ce. 


26. I was this morning with Mr. Secretary about 
ſome buſineſs, and he tells me, that Colonel Field- 
ing is now going to make Bernage his Captain-Lieu- 
tenant, that is, a Captain by commiſſion, and the 
perquiſites of the company, but not Captain's pay, 
only the firſt ſtep to it. I ſuppoſe he will like it, 
and the recommendation to the Duke of Argyle 
goes on. And ſo trouble me no more about your 
Bernage; the jackanapes underſtands what fair ſoli- 
citors he has got, I warrant you. Sir Andrew Foun- 
tain and I dined, by invitation, with Mrs. Vanhom- 
righ. You ſay they are of no conſequence; why, 
they keep as good female company as I do male; I 
ſee all the drabs of quality at this end of the town 
with them ; I ſaw two Lady Betty's there this after- 
noon, the beauty of one, the good breeding and 
nature of tother, and the wit of neither *, would 
have made a fine woman. Rare walking in the 
Park now : why don't you walk in the Green of St. 
Stephen ? the walks there are finer gravelled than 
the Mall. What beaſts the Iriſh women are, never 
to walk ? | 


27. Dartineuf and I and little Harrifon, the new 
Tatler, and Jervas the painter, dined to-day with 


* 1, e. without the wit of either. 
James, 
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James, I know not his other name, but it is one of 
Dartineuf's dining places, who is a true epicure, 
James is Clerk of the Kitchen to the Queen, ang 
has a little ſnug houſe at St. James's, and we had 
the Queen's wine, and ſuch very fine viduals, that! 
could not eat it *.—Three weeks and three days 
fince my laſt letter from MD, rare doings ! why 
truly we were ſo buſy with poor Mrs. Walls, that 
indeed, Preſto, we could not write, we were afraid 
the poor woman would have died: and it pitied us 
to ſee the Archdeacon, how concerned he was. 
The Dean never came to ſee her but once ; but now 
ſhe is up again, and we go and fit with her in the 
evenings. The child died the next day after it was 
born, and I believe, between friends, ſhe is not very 
ſorry for it.— Indeed, Preſto, you are plaguy filly 
to-night, and han't gueſs'd one word right ; for ſhe 
and the child are both well, and it is a fine girl, 
likely to live; and the Dean was godfather, and 
Mrs. Catherine and I were godmothers ; I was going 
to ſay. Stoite, but I think I have heard they don't 
put maids and married women together; though 
know not why I think ſo, nor I don't care; what 
care 1? but I muſt prate, Cc. 


28. I walked to-day into the city for my health, 
and there dined, which I always do when the weather 
is fair, and buſineſs permits, that I may be under a 


- *® There ſeems to be a falſe concord in this paſſage : however, as 
the word Victuals is a peculiar ſort of Noun, which is never uſed in 
the ſingular number, but, like food, implies either one or more diſhes, 
the phraſe may be excuſed, whether Swift had any authority to back 
him or not, 


neceſſity 


1 
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neceſſity of taking a good walk, which is the beſt 
thing I can do at preſent for my health. Some 
bookſeller has raked up every thing I writ, and pub- 
liſhed it t' other day in one volume; but I know 
nothing of it, 'twas without my know!edge or con- 
ſent: it makes a four ſhilling book, and is called 
Miſcellanies in Proſe and Verſe. Tooke pretends 
he knows nothing of it, but I doubt he is at the 
bottom. One mult have patience with theſe things; 
the beſt of it is, I ſhall be plagued no more. How- 
ever, I'll bring a couple of them over with me for 
MD, perhaps you may deſire to fee them. I hear 
they ſell mightily. 

March 1. Morning. I have been calling to Pa- 
trick to look in his Almanack for the day of the 
month; I did not know but it might be leap year. 
The Almanack ſays tis the third after leap year, 
and I always thought till now, that every third year 
was leap year. I'm glad they come ſo ſeldom ; but 
Im ſure twas otherwiie when I was a young man; 
| ſee times are mightily changed ſince then.—Write 
to me, firrahs, be ſure do by the time this ſide is 
done, and I'll keep t'other fide for the anſwer : fo 
Ill go write to the Biſhop of Clogher ; good mor- 
row, ſirrahs. Night. I dined to-day at Mrs. 
Vanhomrigh's, being a rainy day, and Lady Betty 
Butler knowing it, ſent to let me know ſhe expected 
my company in the evening, where the Vans (ſo we 
call them) were to be. The Ducheſs and they do not 
go over this Summer with the Duke; ſo I go to bed. 
2, This rainy weather undoes me in coaches and 
chairs. I was traipſing to-day with your Mr. 
Vor. XIV. Cc Sterne, 
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Sterne, to go along with them to Moor, and recom. 
mend his buſineſs to the treaſury. Sterne tells me 
his dependence is wholly on me; but I have abſo- 
lutely refuſed to recommend it to Mr. Harley, be- 
cauſe I have troubled him lately fo much with other 
folks affairs; and beſides, to tell the truth, Mr. 
Harley told me he did not like Sterne's buſineſs, 
however, I will ſerve him, becauſe I ſuppoſe MD 
would have me. But in ſaying his dependence lies 
wholly on me, he lies, and is a fool. I dined with 
Lord Abercorn, whoſe ſon Peaſley will be married 
at Eaſter to ten thouſand pounds. 

3. I forgot to tell you that yeſterday morning J 
was at Mr. Harley's levee : he ſwore I came in ſpite, 
to ſee him among a parcel of fools. My buſineſs 
was to deſire I might let the Duke of Ormond know 
how the affair ſtood of the firſt-fruits. He pro- 
miſed to let him know it, and engaged me to dine 
with him to-day. Every Saturday Lord Keeper, 
Secretary St. John, and I dine with him, and ſome- 
times Lord Rivers, and they let in none elſe. Pa- 
trick brought me ſome letters into the Park ; among 
which was one from Walls, and tother, yes faith, 
tother was from our little MD, N. 11. I read the 
reſt in the Park, and MD's in a chair as I went 
from St. James's to Mr. Harley, and glad enough 
I was faith to read it, and ſee all right: oh, but [ 
won't anſwer it theſe three or four days, at leaſt, or 
may be ſooner. An't I filly? faith your letters 
would make a dog filly, if I had a dog to be lilly, 
but it muſt be a little dog—I ftaid with Mr. Harley 


till Pal nine, where we had much diſcourſe together 
| after 
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after the reſt were gone; and I gave him very truly 
my opinion where he deſired it. He complained 
he was not very well, and has engaged me to dine 
with him again on Monday. So I came home 
afoot, like a fine Gentleman, to tell you all this. 


4. I dined to-day with Mr. Secretary St. John; 
and after dinner he had a note from Mr. Harley, 
that he was much out of order; pray God preſerve 
his health, every thing depends upon it. The Par- 
liament at preſent cannot go a ſtep without him, nor 
the Queen neither. I long to be in Ireland; but 
the Miniſtry beg me to ſtay: however, when this 
Parliament hurry is over, I will endeavour to ſteal 
away; by which time I hope the firſt-fruit buſineſs 
will be done. This kingdom is certainly ruined as 
much as was ever any bankrupt merchant. We 
muſt have peace, let it be a bad or a good one, 
though no-body dares talk of it. The nearer I 
look upon things, the worſe I like them. I believe 
the confederacy will ſoon break to pieces; and our 
factions at home increaſe. The Miniſtry is upon a 
very narrow bottom, and ſtand like an Iſthmus be- 
tween the Whigs on one ſide, and violent Tories * 
on the other. They are able ſeamen, but the tem- 
peſt is too great, the ſhip too rotten, and the crew 
all againſt them. Lord Somers has been twice in 
the Queen's cloſet, once very lately; and your 
Ducheſs of Somerſet, who now has the key, is a 
moſt infinuating woman, and I believe they will en- 
deayour to play the ſame game that has been played 


The October Club. 
1 C-C& againſh 
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againſt them.—T have told them of all this, which 


they know already, but they cannot help it. They 


have cautioned the Queen ſo much againſt being 
governed, that ſhe obſerves it too much. I could 
talk till to morrow upon theſe things, but they make 
me melancholy. I could not but obſerve, that 
lately, after much converſation with Mr. Harley, 


though he is the moſt fearleſs man alive, and the 


leaſt apt to deſpond, he confeſſed to me, that uttering 
his mind to me gave him eaſe. 

5. Mr. Harley continues out of order, yet his 
affairs force him abroad: he is ſubject to a ſore 
throat, and was cupped laſt night: I ſent and called 
two or three times. I hear he is better this evening. 
J dined to-day in the city with Dr. Friend at a 
third body's houſe, where I was to paſs for ſome 
body elſe, and there was a plaguy ſilly jeſt carried 
on, that made me fick of it. Our weather grows 
fine, and I will walk like camomile. And pray 
walk you to your Dean's, or your Stoyte's, or your 
Manley's, or your Walls'. But your new lodgings 
make you ſo proud, you'll walk leſs than ever. 
Come, let me go to bed, ſirrahs. 

6. Mr. Harley's going out yeſterday has put hin 
a little backwards. I called twice, and ſent, for ! 
am in pain for him. Ford caught me, and made 
me dine with him on his opera-day ; ſo I brought 


Mr. Lewis with me, and fat with him till fix. I 


have not ſeen Mr. Addiſon theſe three weeks; all 
our friendſhip is over. I go to no coffee-houſe. | 


| Preſented a parſon of the Biſhop of Clogher's, one 


Richardſon, to the Duke of Ormond to-day : he 1s 
tranſlating 
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tranſlating prayers and ſermons into Iriſh, and has a 
project about inſtructing the Iriſh in the Proteſtant 
religion. 

7. Morning. Faith, a little would make me, I 
could find in my heart, if it were not for one thing, 
I have a good mind, if I had not ſomething elſe to 
do, I would anſwer your dear ſaucy letter. O Lord, 
I am going awry with writing in bed. O faith, but 
I muſt anſwer it, or I ſhan't have room, for it muſt 
go on Saturday; and don't think I'll fill the third 
fide, I an't come to that yet, young women. Well 
then, as for your Bernage, I have faid enough: I 
writ to him laſt week. Turn over-that leaf. Now, 
what ſays MD to the world to come? I tell you, 
Madam Stella, my head is a great deal better, and 
I hope will keep ſo. How came yours to be fifteen 
days coming, and you had my fifteenth in feven ? 
anſwer me that, rogues. Your being with goody 
Walls is excuſe enough: I find I was miſtaken in 
the ſex, 'tis a boy. Yes, I underſtand your cypher, 
and Stella gueſſes right, as ſhe always does. He“ 
gave me al bſadnuk Iboinlpl dfaonr ufainf btoy 
dpionufnad +, which I ſent him again by Mr. 
Lewis, to whom I writ a very complaining letter 
that was ſhewed him; and ſo the matter ended. He 
told me he had a quarrel with me; I faid I had 
another with him, and we returned to our friend- 
ſhip, and I ſhould think he loves me as well as a 
great Miniſter can love a man in ſo ſhort a time. 


* Mr. Harley. 
+ A bank note for fifty pounds, 


Ce 3 ; 
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Did not I do right? I am glad at heart you have 
got your palſey-water ; pray God Almighty it may 
do my deareſt Stella good. I ſuppoſe Mrs. Edg- 
worth ſet out laſt Monday ſe'nnight. Yes, I do 
read the Examiners, and they are written very finely 
as you judge &. I do not think they are too ſevere 
on the Duke; they only tax him of-avarice, and his 
avarice has ruined us. You may count upon all 
things in them to be true. The author has ſaid, it 
is not Prior; but perhaps it may be Atterbury.— 
Now, Madam Dingley, ſays ſhe, tis fine weather, 
ſays ſhe; yes, ſays ſhe, and we have got to our new 
lodgings. I compute you ought to fave eight 
pounds by being in the others five months; and 
you have no more done it than eight thouſand. I 
am glad you are rid of that ſquinting, blinking 
Frenchman. I will give you a bill on Parviſol for 


five pound for the half year. And muſt I go on at 


four ſhillings a week, and neither eat nor drink for 
it ? who the D— faid Atterbury and your Dean 
were alike? I never ſaw your Chancellor, nor his 
Chaplain. The latter has a good deal of learning, 
and is a well-wiſher to be an author: your Chan- 
cellor is an excellent man. As for Patrick's bird, 
he bought him for his tameneſs, and is grown the 
wildeſt I ever ſaw. His wings have been quilled 
thrice, and are now up again: he will be able to 
fly after us to Ireland, if he be willing. —Yes, Mrs. 
Stella, Dingley writes more like Preſto than you; 


* Even to his beloved Stella he had not acknowledged himſelf, at 
this tin e, to be the author of the Examiner, 


for 
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for all you ſuperſcribed the letter, as who ſhould 
fay, why ſhould not I write like our Preſto as well 
as Dingley ? You with your aukward 88“; can't 
you write them thus, SS? No, but always 888 *. 

Spiteful fluts, to affront Preſto's writing; as that 
when you ſhut your eyes you write moſt like Preſto, 
I know the time when I did not write to you half 
ſo plain as I do now; but I take pity on you both. 
I am very much concerned for Mrs. Walls's eyes. 
Walls ſays nothing of it to me in his letter dated 
after yours. You fay, if ſhe recovers ſhe may loſe 
her ſight. I hope ſhe is in no danger of her life. 
Yes, Ford is as ſober as I pleaſe: I uſe him to walk 
with me as an eaſy companion, always ready for 
what I pleaſe, when I am weary of buſineſs and 
Miniſters. I don't go to a coffee-houſe twice a 
month. I am very regular in going to ſleep before 
eleven.—And ſo you ſay that Stella's a pretty girl; 
and ſo ſhe be, and methinks I ſee her now as hand=- 
ſome as the day's long. Do you know what? when 
Iam writing in our language Þ I make up my mouth 
juſt as if I was ſpeaking it. I caught myſelf at it 
juſt now. And I ſuppoſe Dingley is fo fair and fo 
freſh as a laſs in May, and has her health, and no 
ſpleen. —In your account you ſent do you reckon as 
uſual from the 1ſt of November was twelvemonth ? 
poor Stella, won't Dingley leave her a little day- 
light to write to Preſto? well, well, we'll have day- 


* Print cannot do juſtice to whims of this kind, as they depend 
wholly upon the aukward ſhape of the letters, 


+ This refers to that ſtrange ſpelling, c. which abounds in theſe 
journals ; but which could be no entertainment to the reader, 
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light ſhortly, | ſpight of her teeth; and zoo * myſt 
cly Lele, and Hele, and Hele aden. Muſt log 
mimitate pdfr, pay? Iſs, and ſo la ſhall. And ſo 
leles fol ee rettle. Dood mollow.—At night. Mrs, 
Barton ſent this morning to invite me to dinner; and 
there I dined, juſt in that genteel manner that MD 
uſed when they would treat fome better ſort of body 
than uſual. 

8. O dear MD, my heart is almoſt broken. You 
will hear the thing before this comes to you. I 
writ a full account of it this night to the Arch- 
biſhop of Dublin; and the Dean may tell you the 
particulars from the Archbiſhop. I was in a ſorry 
way to write, but thought it might be proper to 
ſend a true account of the fact; for you will hear a 
thouſand lying circumſtances. Tis of Mr. Harley's 
being ſtabbed this afternoon at three o'clock at a 
committee of the council. I was playing Lady Ca- 
therine Morris's cards, where I dined, when young 
Arundle came in with the ſtory. I ran away im- 
mediately to the Secretary, which was in my way: 
no one was at home. I met Mrs. St. John in her 

chair; ſhe had heard it imperfectly. I took a chair 
to Mr. Harley, who was aſleep, and they hope in 
no danger; but he has been out of order, and was 
fo when he came abroad to-day, and it may put 


* Here is juſt one ſpecimen given of his way of writing to Stella 
in theſe journals. The reader, I hope, will excuſe my omitting it 
in all other places where 1t occurs, The meaning of this pretty lan- 
guage is; And you mult cry There, and Here, and Here again. 

Muſt you imitate Preſto, pray? Yes, and ſo you ſhall, And ſo 
«6 there's for your letter. Good morrow,” 


him 
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him in a fever: I am in mortal pain for him. That 
deſperate French villain, Marquis de Guiſcard, 
ſtabbed Mr. Harley. Guiſcard was taken up by 
Mr. Secretary St. John's warrant for high treaſon, 
and brought before the Lords to be examined; there 
he ſtabbed Mr. Harley. I have told all the parti- 
culars already to the Archbiſhop. I have now at 
nine ſent again, and they tell me he is in a fair way. 
Pray pardon my diſtraction ? I now think of all his 
kindneſs to me.— The poor creature now lies ſtab- 
bed in his bed by a deſperate French popiſh villain. 
Good night, and God preſerve you both, and pity 
me; I want it. 

9. Morning; ſeven, in bed. Patrick is juſt 
come from Mr. Harley's. He flept well till four ; 
the ſurgeon fat up with him: he is aſleep again: he 
felt a pain in his wound when he waked: they ap- 
prehend him in no danger. This account the ſur- 
geon left with the porter, to tell people that ſend. 
Pray God preſerve him. I am riſing and going to 
Mr. Secretary St. John. They fay Guiſcard will 
die with the wounds Mr. St. John and the reſt gave 
him. I ſhall tell you more at night. Night. Mr. 
Harley ſtill continues on the mending hand ; but he 
reſted ill laſt night, and felt pain. I was early with 
the Secretray this morning, and I dined with him, 
and he told me ſeveral particularities of this accident, 
too long to relate now. Mr. Harley is ſtill mend- 
ing this evening, but not at all out of danger; and 
till then I can have no peace. Good night, &c. 
and pity Preſto. 

10. Mr. 
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10. Mr. Harley was reſtleſs laſt night; but he 
has no fever, and the hopes of his mending increaſe, 
I had a letter from Mr. Walls, and one from Mr. 
Bernage. I will anſwer them here, not havin 
time to write. Mr. Walls writes about three things, 
Firft, about a hundred pounds from Dr. Raymond, 
of which 1 hear nothing, and 'tis now too late. 
Secondly, about Mr. Clements: I can do nothing 
in it, becauſe I am not to mention Mr. Pratt; and 
I cannot recommend without knowing Mr. Pratt' 
objections, whole relation Clements is, and who 
brought him into the place. The third is about my 
being godfather to the child : that is in my power, 
and (ſince there is no remedy) will ſubmit. I wiſh 
you could hinder it ; but if it can't be helped, pay 
what you think proper, and get the Provoſt to ſtand 
for me, and let his chriſtian name be Harley, in 
honour to my friend, now lying ſtabbed and doubt- 
ful of his life. As for Bernage, he writes me word, 
that his Colonel has offered to make him Captain- 
lieutenant for a hundred pounds. He was ſuch a 
fool to offer him money without writing to me till 
it was done, though I have had a dozen letters from 
him; and then he defires I would fay nothing cf 
this, for fear his Colonel ſhould be angry. People 
are mad. What can I do? I engaged Colonel 
Diſney, who was one of his ſolicitors to the Secre- 
tary, and then told him the ſtory. He aſſured me, 
that Fielding (Bernage's Colonel) ſaid he might have 
got that ſum ; but on account of thoſe great recom- 


mendations he had, would give it him for nothing: 
and 
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and I would have Bernage write him a letter of 
thanks, as of a thing given him for nothing, upon 
recommendations, &c. Diſney tells me he will 
again ſpeak to Fielding, and clear up this matter ; 
and then I will write to Bernage. A pox on him 
for promifing money till I had it promiſed to me, 
and then making it ſuch a tickliſh point, that one 
cannot expoſtulate with the Colonel upon it : but 
let him do as I fay, and there's an end. I engaged 
the Secretary of State in it; and am ſure it was 
meant a kindneſs to me, and that no money ſhould 
be given, and a hundred pounds is too much in a 
Smithfield bargain, as a Major-General told me, 
whoſe opinion I aſked. I am now hurried, and 
can ſay no more. Farewel, &c. &c. 


How ſhall I ſuperſcribe to your new lodgings, 


pray madams? Tell me but that impudence and 
ſaucy- face. 


An't you ſauceboxes to write lele i. e. there] like 
Preſto ? 


O poor Preſto ! 


Mr. Harley is better to-night, that makes me ſo 
pert, you ſaucy Gog and Magog. 


LE T- 
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LETTER XIV. 


London, March 10, 1710-11, 


RETTY little MD mult expect little from me 

till Mr. Harley is out of danger. We hope 
he is ſo now; but I am ſubject to fear for my friends. 
He has a head full of the whole buſineſs of the na- 
tion, was out of order when the villain ſtabbed him, 
and had a cruel contuſion by the ſecond blow. But 
all goes well on yet. Mr. Ford and I dined with 
Mr. Lewis, and we hope the belt. 


11. This morning Mr. Secretary and I met at 
court, where we went to the Queen, who is out of 
order and aguiſh : I doubt the worſe for this acci- 
dent to Mr. Harley. We went together to his 
houſe, and his wound looks well, and he 1s not fe- 
veriſh at all, and 1 think it is fooliſh in me to be 
ſo much in pain as I am. I had the penknife in 
my hand, which is broken within a quarter of an 
inch of the handle. I have a mind to write and 
publiſh an account of all the particularities of this 
fact: it will be very curious, and I would do it 
when Mr. Harley is paſt danger. 

12. We have been in terrible pain to-day about 
Mr. Harley, who never ſlept laſt night, and has 
been very feveriſh. But this evening I called there, 
and young Mr. Harley (his only fon) tells me he is 
now much better, and was then afleep. They let 
nobody ſee him, and that is perfectly right. The 


5 parlia- 
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perliament cannot go on till he is well, and are 
forced to adjourn their money buſineſſes, which 
none but he can help them in. Pray God pre- 
ſerve him. | | 
13. Mr. Harley is better to-day, ſlept well all 
night, and we are a little out of our fears. I ſend 
and call three or four times every day. I went into 
the city for a walk, and dined there with a private 
man ; and coming home this evening broke my 
ſhin in the Strand over a tub of ſand left juſt in 
the way. TI got home dirty enough, and went 
ſtraight to bed, where I have been cooking it with 
gold-beaters ſkin, and have been peeviſh enough 
with Patrick, who was near an hour bringing a rag 
from next door. It is my right ſhin, where never 
any humour fell when tother uſed to ſwell :. fo I 
apprehend it leſs: however I ſhall not ſtir till tis 
well, which I reckon will be in a week. I am 
very careful in theſe fort of things; but I wiſh 
| had Mrs. 's water : ſhe 1s out of town, and 
I muſt make a ſhift with allum. I will dine with 
Mrs. Vanhomrigh till I am well, who lives but 
five doors off : and that I may venture. 
14. My journals are like to be very diverting, 
now I cannot ſtir abroad, between accounts of Mr. 
Harley's mending, and of my broken ſhin. I juſt 
walk'd to my neighbour Vanhomrigh at two, and 
came away at fix, when little Harriſon the Tatler 
came to me, and begged me to dictate a paper to 
him, which I was forced in charity to do. Mr. 
Harley ſtill mends ; and I hope in a day or two to 
| trouble 
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trouble you no more with him, nor with my ſhin, 
Go to bed and ſleep, firrahs, that you may riſe to- 
morrow and walk to Donnybrook, and loſe your 
money with Stoyte and the Dean; do ſo, dear little 
rogues, and drink Preſto's health. O, pray, don't 
you drink Preſto's health ſometimes with your 
Deans, and your Stoytes, and your Walls, and your 
Manleys, and your every body's, pray now ? I drink 
MD's to myſelf a hundred thouſand times. 

15. I was this morning at Mr. Secretary St. 
John's for all my ſhin, and he has given me for 
young Harriſon, the Tatler, the prettieſt em ploy- 
ment in Europe; ſecretary to Lord Raby, who is to 
be Ambaſlador extraordinary at the Hague, where 
all the great affairs will be concerted ; ſo we ſhall 
loſe the Tatlers in a fortnight. I will ſend Har- 
riſon to-morrow morning to thank the Secretary. 
Poor Biddy Floyd has got the Small-pox. I called 
this morning to ſee Lady Betty Germain; and 
when ſhe told me fo, I fairly took my leave. 1 
have the luck of it “; for about ten days ago I was 
to ſee Lord Carteret ; and my Lady was entertain- 
ing me with telling of a young lady, a couſin, who 
was then ill in the houſe of the ſmall-pox, and i 
fince dead: it was near Lady Betty's, and I fancy 
Biddy took the fright by it. I dined with Mr, 
Secretary, and a phyſician came in juſt from Guiſ- 
card, who tells us he is dying of his wounds, and 
ean hardly live till to-morrow, A poor wench that 
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Pr. Swift never had the ſmall- pox. 
Guiſcard 
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Guiſcard kept, ſent him a bottle of ſack; but the 
keeper would not let him touch it, for fear it was 
poiſon. He had two quarts of old clotted blood 
come out of his ſide to-day, and is delirious. I am 
ſorry he is dying ; for they had found out a way to 
hang him. He certainly had an intention to mur- 


der the Queen. 


16. I have made but little progreſs in this let- 
ter for ſo many days, thanks to Guiſcard and Mr. 
Harley ; and it would be endleſs to tell you all the 
particulars of that odious fact. I do not yet hear 
that Guiſcard is dead, but they ſay tis impoſſible 
he ſhould recover. I walkt too much yeſterday for 
a man with a broken ſhin ; to-day I reſted, and 
went no farther than Mrs. Vanhomrigh's, where I 
dined ; and Lady Betty Butler coming in about fx, 
I was forced in good manners to fit with her till 
nine; then I came home, and Mr. Ford came in to 


viſit my ſhin, and fat with me till eleven: fo I have 


been very idle and naughty. It vexes me to the 
pluck that I ſhould loſe walking this delicious day, 
Have you ſeen the Spectator yet, a paper that comes 
out every day? 'tis written by Mr. Steele, who 
ſeems to have gathered new life, and have a new 
fund of wit; it is in the ſame nature as his Tatlers, 
and they have all of them had ſomething pretty. I 
believe Addiſon and he club. I never fee them; 
and I plainly told Mr. Harley and Mr. St. John, ten 
days ago, before my Lord Keeper and Lord Rivers, 
I had been fooliſh enough to ſpend my credit with 
them in fayour of Addiſon and Steele ; but that I 

would 


| 
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would engage and promiſe never to ſay one word in 
their behalf, having been uſed ſo ill for what 1 
had already done.—So, now I have got into the 
way of prating again, there will be no quiet for 
me. When Preſto begins to prate, Give him a rap 
upon the pate.—O Lord, how I blot ; tis time to 
leave off, &c. 

17. Guiſcard died this morning at two, and the 
coroner's inqueſt have found that he was killed by 
bruiſes received from a meſſenger, ſo to clear the 
cabinet counſellors from whom he received his 
wounds. I had a letter from Raymond, who can- 
not hear of your box; but I hope you have it be- 
fore this comes to your hands, I dined to-day with 
Mr. Lewis of the Secretary's office. Mr. Harley has 
abundance of extravaſated blood comes from his 
breaſt out of his wound, and will not be well ſo 
ſoon as we expected. I had ſomething to ſay, but 
cannot call it to mind (what was it?) 


18. I was to-day at court to look for the Duke 
of Argyle, and give him the memorial about Ber- 
nage. The Duke goes with the firſt fair wind: I 
could not find him, but I have given the memorial 
to another to give him ; and, however, it ſhall be 
ſent after him. Bernage has made a blunder in of- 
fering money to his Colonel without my advice; 
however he is made Captain-Lieutenant, only he 
muſt recruit the company, which will coſt him forty 
pounds, and that is cheaper than a hundred. I 
dined to-day with Mr. Secretary St. John, and ſtaid 
till ſeven, but would not drink his Champaign and 
ö Burgundy, 
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Burgundy, for fear of the gout. My ſhin mends, 
but is not well. I hope it will by the time I fend 
this letter, next Saturday, 


19. I went to-day into the city, but in a coach, 
and ſoſſed up my leg on the ſeat; and as I came 
home I went to fee poor Charles Barnard's books, 
which are to be ſold by auction, and I itch to lay 
out nine or ten pounds for ſome fine editions of fine 

authors. But tis too far, and I ſhall let it ſlip, as 
I uſually do all ſuch opportunities. I dined in a 
Coffee-houſe with Stratford upon chops, and ſome 
of his wine. Where did MD dine? Why, poor 
MD dined at home to-day, becauſe of the Arch- 
biſhop, and they could not go abroad, and had a 
breaſt of mutton and a pint of wine. I hope Mrs. 
Walls mends; and pray give me an account what 
ſort of godfather I made, and whether 1 behaved 
myſelf handſomely. The Duke of Argyle is gone; 
and whether he has my memorial, I know not, till 
I ſee Dr. Arbuthnott *, to whom I gave it. That 
hard name belongs to a Scotch doctor, an acquain= 
tance of the Duke's and me; Stella can't pronounce 
it. Oh, that we were at Laracor this fine day! 
the willows begin to peep, and the quicks to bud. 
My dream's out: I was a-dreamed laſt night that I 
eat ripe cherries. And now they begin to catch the 
pikes, and will ſhortly the trouts (pox on theſe mi- 
niſters), and I would fain know whether the floods 


* It is reaſonable to ſuppoſe that Swift's acquaintance with Arbuth- 
nott commenced juſt about this time; for in the original letter Swift 
miſpels his name, and writes it Arthburthnet, in a clear large hand, 
that MD might not miſtake any of the letters. 
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were ever ſo high as to get over the holly bank or the 
river walk; if ſo, then all my pikes are gone; but 
I hope not. Why don't you aſk Parviſol theſe 
things, firrahs? And then my canal, and trouts, and 
whether the bottom be fine and clear ? But hearkee, 
ought not Parviſol to pay in my laſt year's rents and 
arrears out of his hands? I am thinking, if either 
of you have heads to take his accounts, it ſhould 
be paid in to you; otherwiſe to Mr. Walls. I will 
write an order on t'other fide ; and do as you will. 
Here's a world of ' buſineſs ; but I muſt go ſleep, 
I'm drowſy ; and ſo good night, &c. 

20. This fore ſhin ruins me in coach hire; no 
leſs than two ſhillings to-day going and coming from 
the city, where I dined with one you never heard 
of, and paſled an infipid day. I writ this poſt to 
Bernage, with the account I told you above. I hope 
he will like it; 'tis his own fault, or it would have 
been better. I reckon your next letter will be full 
of Mr. Harley's ſtabbing. He ſtill mends, but 
abundance of extravaſated blood has come out of the 
wound : he keeps his bed, and ſees nobody. The 
Speaker's eldeſt fon is juſt dead of the ſmall-pox, 
and the Houle is adjourned a week, to give him 
time to wipe off his tears. I think it very hand- 
ſomely done; but JI believe one reafon is, that they 
want Mr. Harley ſo much. Biddy Floyd is like 


to do well: and ſo go to your Dean's, and roaſt his 


oranges, and loſe your money, do fo, you ſaucy 
ſluts. Stella, you loſt three ſhillings and four pence 
tother night at Stoite's, yes, you did, and Preſto 
ſtood in a corner, and ſaw you all the while, and 

then 
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then ſtole away. I dream very often I am in Ire- 
land, and that I have left my cloaths and things 
behind me, and have not taken leave of any body ; 
and that the Miniſtry expect me to-morrow, and 
ſuch nonſenſe. 

21. I would not for a guinea have a letter from 
you till this goes; and go it ſhall on Saturday, 
faith. I dined with Mrs. Vanhomrigh, to fave my 
ſhin, and then went on ſome buſineſs to the Secre- 
tary, and he was not at home. 

22. Yeſterday was a ſhort day's journal : but what 
care I ? what cares ſaucy Preſto ? Darteneuf invited 
me to dinner to-day. Don't you know Darteneuf ? 
That's the man that knows every thing, and that 
every body knows ; and that knows where a knot of 
rabble are going on a holiday, and when they were 
there laſt : and then I went to the Coffee-houſe. 
My ſhin mends, but is not quite healed : I ought 
to keep it up, but I don't; I een let it go as it 
comes. Pox take Parviſol and his watch. If I do 
not receive the ten pound bill I am to get towards 
it, I will neither receive watch nor chain; ſo let 
Parviſol know. 

23. I this day appointed the Duke of Ormond 
to meet him at Ned Southwell's, about an affair of 
printing Iriſh Prayer-Book, Sc. but the Duke never 
came. There Southwell had letters that two pacquets 
are taken; ſo if MD writ then, the letters are gone; 
for they were pacquets coming here. Mr. Harley 
is not yet well, but his extravaſated blood continues, 
and I doubt he will not be quite well in a good 
while: I find you have heard of the fact, by South- 

| well's 
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well's letters from Ireland: What do you think of 
it? J dined with Sir John Percival, and faw his 
Lady ſitting in the bed, in the forms of a lying. in 
woman ; and coming home my ſore ſhin itched, 
and I forgot what it was, and :zubbed off the ſ—b, 
and blood came; but I am now got into bed, and 
have put on allum curd, and it is almoſt well. Lord 

Rivers told me yeſterday a piece of bad news, as a 
ſecret, that the Pretender is going to be married to 
the Duke of Savoy's daughter. Tis very bad, if 
it be true, We were walking in the Mall with 
ſome Scotch Lords, and he could not tell it until 
they were gone, and he bade me tell it to none but 
the Secretary of State and MD. This goes to-mor- 


row, and I have no room but to bid my deareſt lit- 
tle MD good night. 


24. I will now ſeal up this letter, and ſend it; 
for I reckon to have none from you ('tis morning 
now) between this and night; and I will put it in 
the poſt with my own hands. I am going out in 

oreat haſte ; ſo farewell, &c. 
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